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ESSAY 



THE LIFE AND GENIUS 



SAMUEL JOHNSON, LL.D. 



WfFEN the works of a great Writer, wbo has be- 
queathed to posterity a lasting legacy, are preBeot- 
ed to the wcvld, it is naturally expected, that some 
account of his life should accompany the edition. 
The Reader wishes to know as much as possible of 
the Author. The circumstances that attended him, 
the ftatures of his private character, bis eonversa- 
tioD, and the means by which he rose to eminence, 
beccHne the favourite objects of inquiry. Curiosity 
is excited ; and the admirer of his works is eager to 
know his private opinions, his course of study, the 
particularities of his conduct, and, above al), whether 
he pursued the wisdom Which he recommends, and 
practised the virtue whic^ his writings inspire. A 
principle of gratitude ts awakened in every generou» 
- vol.. I. A 
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9- AK ESSAT OM THB CIFB AND 

mind. For the entertaiDmeat and instruction vhich 
genius and dUigence have provided for the worlds 
men of refined and senuble tempers are ready to 
pay their trihute of praise, and even to form a post- 
humous friendship with the author. 

In reviewing the life of such a writer, there is, 
besides, a rule of justice to which the public have 
an undoubted claim. Fond admiration and partial 
friendship should not be suffered to represent his 
virtues with exaggeration ; nor should malignity he 
allowed, under a specious disguise, to magnify mere 
defects, the usual failings of human nature, into 
vice or gross deformity. The lights and shades of 
the character should be given ; and, if this be done 
with a strict regard to truth, a just estimate of Dr 
Johnson will afibrd a lesson perhaps as valuable as 
the moral doctrine that speaks with energy in every- 
page of his works. 

The present writer enjoyed the conversation axtA 
fiiendship of that 'excellent man more than thirty 
jxAts. He thought it an honour to be so connect- 
ed, and to this hour he reflects on his loss with 
Kgret : but regret, he knows, has secret bribes, by 
which the judgment may be influenced, and par- 
tial affection may be carried beyond the bounds of 
truth. In the present case, however, nothing needs 
to be disguised, and exaggerated praise is unneces- 
sary. It is an observation of the younger Pliny, ia 
his epistle to his friend Tacitus, that history oi^ht 
never to minify matters of fact, because worthy 
actions require nothing but the truth. Nairn nee 
kist0na debet egredi veritatem, et honesteJacHs Veritas 
sufficit. This rule the present biographer promises 
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ahali guide hh pen throughout the ibKoiriog nar- 
rative. 

it maj be said, the death of Dr Johnson kept the 
public mind in agitation be^rond all former example. 
No literary character ever excited bo much atten- 
tion ; and, when the press has teemed with anec- 
dotes, apophthegms, essajrs, and publications of 
every kind, what occasion now for a new tract on 
the same tbreadbu'e subject? The plain truth shall 
be the answer. The proprietor of Johnson's Works 
thought the life, which they prefixed to their for- 
mer edition, too unwieldy for republication. The 
prodigious variety of foreign matter introduced 
into that performance, seemed to overload the me- 
moi^r of Dr Johnson, and in the acc<Hint of his own 
life to leave him hardly visible. They wi^ed to 
have a more concise, and, for that reason, perhaps 
a more satisfactory account, such as may exhibit a 
just picture of the man, and keep hiro the principal 
jGgure in the fwe-ground of his own picture. To 
comply with that request is the design of this essay, 
which l^e n'riter undertakes with a trembling hand. 
He has no discoveries, no secret anecdotes, no oc- 
casional controversy, no sudden flashes oi wit and 
humour, no private conversation, and no new facts, 
to eodbellish his work. Every thing has been glean* 
ed. Dr Johnson said of himself, " Z am not un- 
candid, nor severe : Z sometimes say more ^an I 
mean, in jest, and people are apt to think me se- 
rious."* The exercise of that privilege, which is 
enjoyed by every man in .society^ has not been 

• BtwreU's Life <^ Jobnsoo, Vol. II. p. 165. 
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4 AN ESSIT ON THE LIFE' AND 

allowed to hitn. His fame has given importance 
even to trifles ; and the zeal of his friends has 
brought every thing to light. What should be re- 
lated, and what should not, has been published with- 
out cUstinction, Dicenda taeenda hcutif Every 
thing that fell from him has been caught with eager- 
ness by bis admirers, who, as be says- in one of his 
letters, have acted with ^ diligence of spies upon 
fais conduct. To some of them the following lines, 
in Mallet's Poem on Verbal Criticism, ace not 
inapplicable : 

" Sucb that grave bird id Northern seat ii found, 
Whose name a Dutchman only knows to sound ; 
Where'er the king, of fish movei on before, 
This humble friend attends from shore to shore ; * 
With eye still earnest, and with bill inclis'd^ 
He picks up what his- patron, drops behind, 
With those choice cates his palate to regale. 
And is the careful Tibbald of a whale." 

* After, SO many essays and volumes of Jhhnsontana, 
what remains for the present writer? Perhaps 
what has not been attempted ; a short, yet full, a 
faithiut, yet temperate, history of Dr Johnson. 

Sauuel Johnson was ham at Uchfleld, Septem^ 
ber 7. 1709, O. S.* Hi* father, Michael Johnson, 
was a bookseller in that city ^ a man of large ath- 
letic' make, xai violent passions; wrong-headed, 

* This appears is a note to Johnson's Diary, prefixed to the 
frst of his prayers. After the alteration of the style, be kept 
his birth-day on the ISth of September, uid it is accordingly 
marked September -^g. 
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positive, and at times a£Bicted with a degree of 
melancholy, little short of madness. His mother 
was sister to Dr Ford, a practising physician, and 
father of Cornelius Ford, generally known by the 
name of Paesoh Ford, the same who is represented 
near the punch-bowl in Hogarth's Midnight Mo- 
dern Conversation. In the L^e qfFenion, John- 
son saya, that " his abilities, instead of furnishing 
convivial merriment to the voluptuous and dissolute^ 
might have enabled him to excel among the virtu- 
ous and the wise." Being, chaplain to the Earl of 
Chesterfield, he wished to attend that nobleman 
on his embassy to the Hague. Cblley Cibber has 
recorded the anecdote. " You should go," said 
the witty peer, " if to your many vices you would 
add one more." •* Pray, my Ijord, what is that?" 
■" Hypocrisy, my dear Doctor." Johnson had a 
younger brother named Nathaniel, who died at the 
age of twenty-seven or twenty-eight. Michael 
Johnson, the father, was chosen in the year 17IS 
Under Bailiff of Iich£eld ; and in the year 1725 
he served the ofiBce of the Senior Bailiff. He had a 
brother of the name of Andrew, who, for some 
years, kept the ring at 5mith6dd appropriated to 
wrestlers and boxers. Our author used to say, that 
he was never thrown or conquered. Michael, the 
father, died December 1731, at the age of seventy- 
six ; his mother at eighty-nine, of a gradual decay, 
in the year 1759. Of the family nothing more can 
be related worthy of notice. Johnson did not de- 
light in talking of bis relations. " There is little 
pleasure," he said to Mrs Piozzi, " in relating the 
anecdotes of beggaryv" 
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Johnson derived from his parents, or from an 
unwholesome nurse, the distemper called the King's 
Evil. The Jacobites at that time believed in the 
efficacy of ^e royal touch ; and accordinglj Mrs 
Johnson presented her son, when two years old, 
before Queen Anne, who, for the first time, per- 
formed that office, and comntunicated to her 
young patient all the healing virtue in her power. 
He was aflerwards cut for that scrofulous humour, 
and the under part of his face was seamed and dis- 
figured by the operation. It is supposed, that this 
disease deprived him of' the sight of his lefl eye, 
and also impaired his hearing. At eight years old 
he was placed under Mr Hawkins, at the friee- 
school at Lichfield, where he was not remarkable 
for diligence or regular application. Whatever he 
read, his tenacious memory made his own. Id the 
fields with his school-fellows he talked more to him- 
self than with his companions. In llfOS, when he 
was about sixteen years old, he Went on a visit to 
his cousin Cornelius Ford, who detained him for 
some months, and in the mean time assisted him 
in the classics. The general direction for his 
studies, which he then received, he related to Mrs 
Piozzi. "Obtain," says Ford, " some general prin- 
ciples of every sciences be who can talk only on 
one subject, or act only in one departmeht, is sel- 
dom wanted, and perhaps never wished for ; while 
the man of general knowledge can oflen benefit, 
and always please." This advice Johnson seems to 
liave pursued with a good inclination. His reading 
was always desultory, seldom resting on any parti- 
cular author, but rambling from one book to ano- 
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ther^ and, by hasty snatches, hcmrdiog^ a vade^ 
of knowledge. It may be proper in this place to 
mention another general rule laid down by Ford for 
Johnson's future conduct : *' You will make your 
'way the more easily in the world, as you are con- 
tented to dilute no man's claim to conversation- 
•excellence: they will, therefore, morewillingly allow 
your pretensions as a writer." ** But," says Mrs 
Piozzi, " the features of peculiarity, which mark 
s character to all succeeding generations, are slow - 
in coming to their growth." That ingenious lady 
adds, with ber usual vivacity, " Can one, on such an 
occasion, forbear reccdlectiog the predictions of 
Boileau's father, who said, stroking the head t^-the 
joung satirist, * This little man has too much wit, 
but he will never speak ill of any one?*" 

On Johnson's return from Cornelius Ford, Mr 
Hunter, then master of the free-school at Lichfield, 
refused to receive him again on that foundation. 
At this distance of time, what bis reasons were, 
it is vain to inquire; but to refuse assistance to 
a lad of promising genius, must be pronounced 
barsh and illiberal. It did not, however, stop the 
progress of the young student's education. He 
was placed at another school, at Stourbridge in 
Worcestershire, under the care of Mr Wentworth. 
Having gone through the rudiments of classic lite- 
rature, he returned to his father's house, and was 
■probably intended for the trade of a bookseller. 
He has been heard to say that he could bind a 
book. At the end of two years, being then about 
nineteen, he went to assist the studies of a young 
g«)tleniiui, of the name of Corbet, to the university 
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of Oxibrd; and on the 31st of October 1798. both 
were entered of PembN^ce CoUege ; Corbet as a 
gentleoiaa-coninioner» andJohnson-asacommoDer. 
Tbe cdlege tiitor, Mr JordaD, was a man oC no 
genius; and Johnson, it seems, shoved an earljr 
contempt of mean abilities, in one or two instances 
behaving with inaolencf to that gentleman. Of his 
f^eralfonduct at the univerBity. there are no pap* 
ticulars that merit attention, except tbe translation 
of F(^e*3 Messiah, which was a college exercise 
imposed upon him as a task by Mr Jordan.' Cor- 
bet lefl the university in about two years, and 
Johnson's salary ceased. He was, by consequence^ 
atraitened in bis fircumstances i but he still remain- 
«d at c^ege. Mr Jordan, the tutor, went off to a 
living; and was succeeded by Dr Adams, who 
afterwards became head of the college, and was 
esteemed through life for his learning, his talent^ 
and his amiable character. Johnson grew more 
regular in his attendance. Ethics, theology, and 
dassic literature, were his favourite studies. He 
discovered, notwithstanding early symptoms of that 
wandering disposition of mind, which adhered to 
him to tbe endof bis life. His reading was by fits 
,and starts, undirected to any particular science. 
General philology, agreeably to his cousin Pord'g 
.advice, was the object of his ambition. He receiv- 
ed at that time, an early impression of piety,, and 
a taste for tbe best authors, ancient and modem. 
It may, notwithstanding, be questioned whether, 
.except his Bible, he ever read a book entirely 
.through. I^te in life, if any man praised a book 
in bis presence, he was sure to ask, " Did you read 
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it ^ough ?" If the answer was in the affirmative 
he did not seem willing to believe it. He conti- 
nued at the university till the want of .pecuniary 
supplies obliged him to giiit the place. He obtain- 
ed, however^ the assistance of a friend, and retura- 
ihg in a short time, was able to complete a residence 
of three years. The history of his exploits at Ox- 
ford, he us6d to say, was best known to Dr Taylor 
and Dr Adams. Wonders are told of his memory, 
and, indeed, all who knew him late io life can wit' 
aess that he retained that faculty in the greatest 
vigour. 

. From the university Johnson returned to Ijch- 
field. His father died soon ailer, December 1731 ; 
and the whole receipt out of his effectSt as appear- 
ed by a memorandum in the son's hand-writing, 
dated l^th June 1732, was no more than twenty 
pounds.* In this exigence, determined that po^ 
verty should neither depress his spirit nor q;arp his 
integrity, he became under.master of a Grammar- 
school at Market Bosworth in Leicestershire, lliat 
resource, however, did not last long. Disgusted 
by the pride of Sir Wolstan -Dixie, the patron of 
that litUe seminary, he lefb the place in discontent, 
and ever after spoke of it with abhorrence* In 
1733 he went on a visit to Mr Hector, who bed 



* The entrj of thU U remsrlEsble fbr his early resolution to 
prtserre through life « fair and upright chuBcter> " 173% 
Junil 15. Undecim aureos deposui, quo -die, ([uidqnut ante 
matris fonua (quod serum tit precor) de patemis bonis qier^re 
ficet, Tiglnti scilicet libras, accepi. Usque adeo mihi mea for- 
tuna iingenda est interea, et ne paupertate vires animi langue*- 
ont, Ds in fiagitia egeatas adigat, cavenduu}." 
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been his school-fellow, and was then a surgeon at 
Birmingham^ lodging at the house of Warren, a 
bookseller. At that place Johnson translated a 
Voyage to Abyssinia, written by Jerome Lobo, a 
Portuguese missionary. This was the first literary 
work from the pen of Dr Johnson. His friend 
Hector was occasionally his amanuensis. The 
work was, probably, undertaken at the desire of 
Warren, the bookseller, and was printed at Bir- 
mingham ; but it appears in the Literary Maga- 
2ine, or History of the Works of the Learned, for 
March 1785, that it was published by Bettesworth 
and Hitch, Faternoster-row. It contains a narra- 
tive of the endeavours of a company of mission- 
aries to convert the people of Abyssinia to the 
Church of Rome. In the prefece to this work 
Johnson observes, '* that the Portuguese traveller, 
contrary to the general view of his countrymen* 
has amused his readers with no romantic absurdities 
or incredible fictions. He appears, by his modest 
and unaffected narration, to have described things 
as he saw them ; to have copied nature from the 
, life; and to have consulted his senses, not his im- 
agination. He meets with no basilisks, that des- 
troy with their eyes; his crocodiles devour their 
prey, without tears ; and his cataracts fall from the 
rock, without deafening the neighbouring inhabi- 
tants. The reader will here find no regions cursed 
with irremediable barrenness, or blessed with spon- 
taneous fecundity ; no perpetual gloom, or unceas- 
ing sunshine ; nor are the nations, here described, 
either void of all sense of humanity, or consum- 
mate in all private and social virtues : here are no 
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Hottentots without religion, polityt or articulate 
language ; no Chinese perfecUy polite, and com- 
pletely skilled in all sciences : he will discover, what 
will always be discovered by a diligent and impar- 
tial inquirer, that wherever human nature is to be 
found, there is a mixture of vice and virtue, a con- 
test of passion and reason ; and that the Creator 
doth not a^)ear partial in his distributions, but has 
balanced, in most countries, their particular incon- 
veniences by particular favours." We have here 
an early specimen of Johnson's manner: the vein 
of thinking and the frame of the sentences are 
manifestly his : we see the infant Hercules^ The 
translation of Lobo's Narrative has been reprinted 
lately in a separate volume, with some other tracts 
of Dr Johnson's, and therefore forms no part of this 
edition ; but a compendious account of so interest- 
ing a work as Father Lobo's discovery of the head 
of the Nile will not, it is imagined, be unaccepta- 
ble to the reader. 

Father Lobo, the Portuguese Missionary^ em- 
barked, in l6S3, in the same fleet with the Count 
Vidigueira, who was appointed, by the King of 
Portugal, Viceroy of the Indies. They arrived at 
Goa J and, in January 16«*, Father Lobo set out 
on the mission to Abyssinia. Two of the Je- 
suits, sent on the same commission, were murdered 
in their attempt to penetrate into that empire. 
Lobo had better success : he surmounted aU diffi- 
culties, and made his way into the heart of the 
country. Then follows a description of Abyssinia, 
formerly the largest empire of which we have in 
account in history. It extended from the Red Sea 
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to the kingdom of Congo, and frpm Egypt to the 
Indian Sea, containing no less than forty provincea. 
At the time of Lobo'9 mission it was not much 
larger than Spain, consisting then but of five king- 
dtmu* of which part was . entirely subject to the 
Emperor, and part paid him a tribute, as an ac- 
knowledgment. The provinces were inhabited 
liy Moors, Pagans, Jews, and Christians. The last 
was in Lobo's time the established and reigning re- 
ligion. The diversity of people and religion is the 
reason why the kingdom was under different forms 
of government, with laws and customs extremely 
various. Some of the people neither sowed their, 
lands, nor improved them by any kind of culture, 
living upon milk and flesh, and, like the Arabs, 
ctncamping without any settled habitation. In 
some places they practised no rites of worship, 
though they believed that, in the regions above, 
there dwells a Being that governs the worl^. This 
Deity they call in their language Oul. The Chris- 
tianity professed by the people in some parts, is so 
corrupted with superstitions, errors, and heresies, 
and so mingled with ceremonies borrowed from 
the Jews, that little, besides the name of Chriati- 
anity, is to be found among them. The Abyssins 
cannot properly be said to have either cities or 
houses; they live in tents or cottages made of 
straw or clay, very rarely building with stone. 
Their villages or towns consist of these huts j yet 
even of such villages they have but few, becauw 
the grandees, the viceroys, and the Emperor him- 
self, are always in camp, that they may be prepar- 
ed, upon the most sudden alarm, to meet every 
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emergence in a country which is engaged every 
year either in foreign wars or intestine comoiotions. 
Ethiopia produces very near the same kinds of pro- 
vision as Portugal, thongb, by the extreme laziness 
of the inhabitants, in a much less quantity. What 
the ancients imagined of the torrid zone being a 
part of the world uninhabitable, is so far from be- 
ing true, that the climate is very temperate. The 
blacks have better features than in other countries^ 
and are not without wit and ingenuity. Ilieir ap- 
prehension is quick, and their judgment sound. 
There are in this climate two harvests in the year j 
one in winter, which lasts through the months c^ 
July, August, and September; the other in the 
spring. They have, in the ^^atest plenty, raisins, 
peaches, pomegranates, sugar-canes, and some figs. 
Most of these are ripe about Lent, which the 
Abyssins keep with great strictness. The animals 
of the country are the lion, the dephant, the 
rhinoceros, the unicorn, horses, mules, vxen, and 
cows without number. They have a veiy parti- 
cular custom, which obliges every man that has a • 
thousand cows, to save every year one day's milk 
of all his herd, and make a bath with it for his re- 
lations. This they do so many days in each year, 
as they have thousands of cattle; so that, to ex- 
press how rich a man is, tb^ tell you, he batkef so 
many times. 

•' Of the river Nile, which has furnished so much 
controversy, we have a full and clear description. 
It is called by the natives Abavi, the Father of 
Water. It rises in S^ala, a province of the king- 
dom of Goiama, the most fertile and agreeable 
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part of the Abyssinian dominioas. On the eastern 
flide of the countiy, on the declivity of a mouDtain^ 
vbose descent is so easy that it seems a beautiAil 
plain, ia that source of the Nile which has been 
sought afler at so much expense and labour. Thi» 
spring, or rather these two Springs, are two hole^ 
«ach about two feet diameter, a stone's cast distant 
from each other. One of them is about five feet 
and a half in depth. Lobo was not able to sink 
his plummet lower, perhaps because it was stopped 
by roots, the whole place being full of trees. A 
line of ten feet did not reach the bottom of the 
other. These springs are supposed by the Abys- 
sins to be the venta of a great subterraneous lake. 
At a small distance to the south, is a village called 
Guix, through which you ascend to the top of the 
mountain^ where there is a little hill, which the' 
idolatrous Agaci hold in great veneration. Their 
priest calls them together to this place once a year ; 
and every one sacrifices a o>w, or more, according 
to the difierent degrees of wealth and devotion. 
Hence we have sufficient proof, that these nations 
always paid adoration to the Deity of this famous- 
river. 

*' As to the course of the Nile, its waters, after 
their first rise, run towards the east, about the 
length of a musket-shot^ then, turning northward, 
continue hidden in the grass and weeds for about 
a quarter of a league, when they reappear atnongst 
a quantity of rocks. The Nile from its aonrwe 
proceeds with so inconsiderable a current, that it 
is in danger of being dried up by the hot season ; 
but soon receiving an increase foom the Gemma.. 
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the Keltii, the Bransa, and the o^er flmalkr tiTerv 
it expands to such a breadth, in the plains of Boad, 
which is not above three days journey from its 
source, that a musket*baU will scarcely fly from 
cue bank to die other. Here it begins to run 
northward, winding, however, a little to the east* 
for the space gS nine or ten leagues, and then en* 
ten the so much talked-of Lake of Dambia, flow- 
ing with such violent rapidity, that its waters may 
be distinguished through the whole passage, wbidi 
is no less than six leagues. Here begins the great- 
ness of the Nile. Fiileen miles further, in the 
land of Alata, it rushes precipitately from the top 
of a high rock, and forms one of the most beauti- 
ful waterfalls in the wodd. Lobo says, he passed 
under it without being wet, and resting himself, 
for the sake of the coolness, was charmed with a 
thousand delightful rainbows, whidi the sunbeams 
painted on the water, in all their shining and linjj 
colours.* The fall of this mighty stream, from so 
great a height, makes a noise that may be heard at 
a considerable distance ; but it was not found, that 
the neighbouring inbabitants were deaf. Aiter the 
cataract, the Nile coHects its scattered stream 

* Thii Mr Bruce, the late traveller, nren to b« a doworigbt 
&lgeliood. H« tayt, a deep pool of water reaches to the very 
foot of the rock ; and, allowiiig that there was a seat or bench 
(which there ia not) in the middle of the pool, it is absolutely 
impossible) by any exertion of human strength, to have errtved 
9 it. But it may be aakad, can Mr Bruce say what was the 
faqe cf the ctHiutry in the year 1622, when Lobo saw the mag- 
nificent sight which he has described ? Mr Bruce's pool of water 
may have been formed since ; and Lobo, perhaps, was c 
to sit down without a bench. 
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among the rocka, which are ao near each other; ' 
that, in Lobo's time, a bridge of beams, on which 
the whole imperial army passed, was laid over 
them. Sultan Sequed has since bnilt a stone bridge 
of one arch, in the same place, for winch purpose 
he procured masons from India. Here the nrer 
altera its course, and passes through various king- 
doms, such as Ambara, Olaca, Choaa, Damot, 
and the kingdom of Goiama, and^ after various 
windings, returns within a short day's joiuney of 
its spring. To pursue it through all its mazes, and 
accompa^ it round the kingdom of Goiama, is a 
journey of twenty-nine days. From Abyssinia the 
river passes into the countries of Fazulo and Om- 
barca, two vast regions-little known, inhabited by 
nations entirely di&rent from the Abyssins. Their ' 
. hair, like that of the other blacks in those regions, is 
short and curled. In the year 1615, Rassela Chris- 
tos, Lieutenant-general to Sultan Sequed, entered 
those kingdoms in a hostile manner ; but, not being 
able to get intelligence, returned without attempt* 
ing any thing. As the empire of Abyssinia ter- 
minates at these descents, Lobo followed the c^}urse 
of the Nile no farther, leaving it to rage ovet bar- 
barous kingdoms, and convey wealth and plenty 
into Fgypt, which owes to the annual inundations 
of this river its envied fertility.* Lobo knows 
nothing of the Nile in the rest of its passage, ex- 

* After comparing this deicription with (bat lately girea by 
Mr Bruce, the reader will judge whether^Lobo ii to loae the 
honour of having been at the head of the Nile new two centu- 
ries "befbre any other European traveller. 
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cept that it receives great increase from many other 
rivers, has several cataracts like that ak^ady des* 
cribed, and that few fish are to be found in it } that 
scarcity is to be attributed to the river-horse and 
the crocodile, which destroy the weaker inhabitants 
of the river. Something, likewise, must be imput- 
ed to the cataracts, where fish cannot fait without 
being killed. Lobo adds, that neither he, nor any 
with whom he convei'sed about the crocodile, ever 
saw him weep; and therefore alt that hath been 
said about his tears must be ranked- among the 
fables invented for the amusement of children. 

*' As to the causes of the inundations of the Nile, 
Lobo observes, that many an idle hypothesis has 
been framed. Some theorists ascribe it to the high 
winds, that stop the current, and force the water 
above its banks. Others pretend a subterraneous 
communication between the ocean and the Nile, 
and that the sea, when violently agitated, swells 
the river. Many are of opinion, that this mighty 
flood proceeds from the melting of the snow on the 
mountains of Ethiopia; but so much snow and 
such prodigious heat are never met with in the 
sune region. Lobo never saw snow in Abyssinia, 
except on Mount Semen in the kingdom of Tigre, 
■ very remote from the Nile ; and on Namara, which 
is, indeed, not far distant, but where there never 
falls snow enough to wet, when dissolved, the foot 
of the mountain. To the immense labours of the 
P#tuguese, mankind is indebted for the knowledge 
of the real cause of these inundations, so great and 
so regular. By them we are informed, that Abys- 
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sinia, where the ^e rises, is full of nountMi^ 
andi in its natural situation, is much higher than 
Egypt ; that in the winter, from June to September, 
no day is without rain ; that the Nile receives, in 
its course, all the rivers, brooks, and torrents, that 
fall from those mountains, and, by necessary con- 
sequence, swelling above its banks, liUs the plains 
of Egypt with inundations, which come regularly 
about the month of July, or three weeks afler the 
beginning of the rainy season in Ethiopia. The 
different degrees of this flood are such certain indi- 
cations of the fruitfulness or sterility of the ensuing 
year, that it is publicly proclaimed at Cairo how 
tnuch the water hath gained during the night" 

Such is the account of the Nile and its inunda- 
tions, which, it is hoped, will not be deemed an 
improper or tedious digression, especially as the 
whole is an extract from Johnson's translation. He 
is all the time the actor in the scene, and in his 
own words relates the story. Having finished this 
work, he returned in February 1734< to his native 
city, and, in the month of August following, pub- 
lished Proposals for printing by subscription, the 
Latin Poems of Politian, with the Histoty of Latin 
Poetry, from the era of Petrarch to the time of 
Politian ; and also the Life of Politian, to be added ' 
by the Editor, Samuel Johnson. The book to be 
printed in thirty octavo sheets, price five shillings. 
It is to be regretted that this'project failed for want 
of encouragement. Johnson, it seems, differed fi^m 
Boileau, Voltaire, and D'Alembert, who have taken 
upon them to proscribe all modem efforts to write 
with el^nce in a dead language. For a decision^ 
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pronounced in so high a tone, no good reason can 
. be assigned. The interests of learning require, that 
the diction of Greece and Rome should be culti- 
vated with care ; and be who can write a language 
with correctness, will be most likely to understand 
its idiom, its grammar, and its peculiar graces of 
style. What man of taste would willingly forego 
the pleasure of reading Vida, Fracastorius, Sanna- 
zaroi Strada, and others, down to -the late elegant 
productions of Bishop Lowth ? The history which 
Johnson proposed to himself would, beyond all 
question, have been a valuable addition to the his- 
tory of letters ; but his project failed. His next 
expedient wa^ to offer his assistance to Cave, the 
original projector of the Gentleman's Magazine. 
For this purpose he sent his proposals in a letter, 
offering, on reasonable terms, occasionally to fill 
some pages with poems and inscriptions never 
printed before ; with fugitive pieces that deserved 
to be revived, and critical remarks on authors an- 
cient and modem. Cave agreed to retain hini as 
a correspondent and contributor to the Magazine. 
What the conditions were, cannot now be known ; 
but, certainly, they were not sufficient to hinder 
Johnson from casting his eyes about him in quest 
of other employment. Accordingly, in 1735, he 
made overtures to the Reverend Mr Budworth, 
master of a grammar-school at Brerewood, in Staf- 
fordshire, to become his assistant. This proposi- 
tion did not succeed. Mr Budworth apprehended, 
that the involuntary motions to i^hich Johnson's 
nerves were subject, might make him an object of 
ridicule with his scholars, and, by consequence^ 
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laaea their respect for Uieir master. Another 
mode of advancing himself presented itself about 
this time. Mrs Porter, the vidow of a mercer in 
Birmingham, admired his talents. It is said that 
she had shout eight hundred pounds ; and that sum 
to a person in Johnson's circumstances was an af- 
fluent fortune. A marriage took place} and, to 
turn his wife's money to the best advantage, he 
projected the scheme of an academy for education. 
Grilbert Walmsley, at that time Register of ^e 
Ecclesiastical Court of the Bishop of lidi^eld, was 
distingui^ed fay his erudition and the politeness of 
his manners. He fras the &iend of Johnson, and, 
by bis weight and influence, endeavoured to pro- 
mote his interest. The celebrated Garrick, whose 
father, Captain Garrick, lived at Lichfield, was 
placed in the new seminary of education by that 
gentleman's advice. Garrick was tlien about eigh- 
teen years old. An* accession of seven or eight 
pupils was the most that could be obtained, though 
notice was given by a public advertisement,* that 
at Edial, near Lichfield, in Staffordshire, young 
gentlemen are boarded and taught the Latin and 
Greek l«iguages, by Samuel Johnson. 

The undertaking proved abortive. Johnson, 
having now abandoned, all hopes of promoting his 
fortune in the country, determined to become an 
adventurer in the world at large. His young pu- 
pil, Garrick, had formed the same resolution ; and 
accordingly, in March 17S7, they arrived in Loo- 
don together. Two siicb candidates for fame per- 

* See the Gentleman's Magazine for 1736, p. 418. 
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ia^ never* before that day, entered the metropoiUs 
together. Their stock of money was soon exhaust- 
ed. In his visionary project oi an academy John- 
son had probably vasted his wife's substance ; and 
Garrick's lather b^d little more than his half-pay. 
The two fellow-travellers had the world before 
them, and each was to chuse his road to fortune 
and to fame. They brought with them genius, 
and powers of mind, peculiarly formed by nature 
for the di£Ferent vocations to which each of them 
felt himself inclined. They acted fi-om the im- 
pulse of young minds, even then meditating great 
things, and with courage anticipating success. 
Their friend Mr Walrasley, by a letter to the Rev. 
Mr Colson, who, it seems, was a great mathemati- 
cian, exerted his good offices in their favour, ^e 
gave notice of their intended journey. ** Davy 
Garrick," he said, " will be with you next week ; ■ 
and Johnson, to try his fate with a tragedy, and to 
get himself employed in some translation either 
^om the Latin or French. Johnson is a very good 
scholar and a poet, and, I have great hopes, will 
turn out a fine tragedy writer. If it should be in 
your way, I doubt not but you will be ready to re- 
commend and assist your countrymen." Of Mr 
Walmsley's merit, and the excellence of his cha- 
racter, Johnson has led a beautiful testimoni^ at 
the end of the life of Edward Smith. It is reason- 
able to conclude, that a mathematician, absorbed 
in abstract speculations, was not able to find a sphere 
of action for two men who were to be the architects 
of their own fortune. Iff three or four years after- 
wards Garrick came forth with talents that asto- 
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nisfaed the public. He began his career at Good* 
nian's-fields, and there, monstratusjatis VespasUmual 
he chose a lucrative profession, and consequentij 
coon emer^d from all his difficulties. Johnson 
was left to toil in the humble walks of literature. 
A tragedy, as appears by Walmsley's letter, was 
the whole of his stock. This, most probably, was 
Irene; but, if then finished, it was doomed to wait 
for a more happy period. It was offered to fleet- 
wood, and rejected. Johnson looked round him 
for employment. Having, while he remained in 
the country, corresponded with Cave under a 
feigned name, he now thought it time to make 
himself known to a man whom he considered as a 
patron of literature. Cave had announced, by pub- 
lic advertisement, a prize of fifty pounds for the 
best Poem on Life, Death, Judgment, Heaven, and 
Hell ; and this circuinstance difTused an idea of his 
liberality. Johnson became connected with him 
in business, and in a close and intimate acquaint- 
ance. Of Cave's character it is unnecessary to say . 
any thing in this place, as Johnson was afterwards 
the biographer of bis first and most useful patron. 
To be engaged in the translation of some impor- 
tant, book, was still the object which Johnson had 
in view. For this purpose he proposed' to give the 
History of the Council of Trent, with copious notes 
then lately added to a French edition. Twelve 
sheets of this work were printed, for which John- 
son received forty-nine pounds, as appears by his 
receipt in the possession of Mr Nichols, the com- 
piler of that entertaining and useful work, the 
Gentleman's Magazine. Johnson's translation wai 
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never completed ; a like deaign was offered to the 
public, under the patrom^e of Dr Zachary Fearce ; 
and by that contention both attempts were fnig- 
trated. Johnson had been commended by Pope 
for the translation of the Messiah into Latin vene ; 
but he knew no approach to so eminent a man. 
With one, however, who was connected with Fope» 
he became acquainted at 3t John's Gate ; and that 
person was no other than the well known Richard 
Savage, whose life was afterwards written by John- 
son with great elegance, and a depth of moral re- 
flection. Savage was'a man of considerable talents. 
His address, his various accomplishments, and, 
above all, the peculiarity of his misfortunes, recom- 
mended him to Johnson's notice. They becamft 
united in the closest intimacy. Both had great 
parts, and they were equally under the pressure of 
want. Sympathy joined them in a league of friend- 
ship. Johnson has been oflen heard to relate, that 
be and Savi^e walked round Grosvenor-square till 
four in the morning ; in the course of their con- 
versation reforming the world, dethroning princes, 
establishing new forms of goverument, and giving 
]aw8 to the several states of Europe, till, fatigued 
at length with their legislative office, they began to 
feel the want of refreshment, but could not muster 
up more than fourpence halfpenny. Savage, it is 
true, had many vices ; but vice could never strike 
its roots in a mind like Johnson's, seasoned early 
with religion, and the princq)les of moral rectitude. 
His first prayer Was composed in the year 1733. 
He had not at that time renounced the use.of wine ; 
"and, no doubt, occasionally enjoyed his friend and 
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fak bottle. The love of late hours, which. foUowed 
him through life, was, perhaps, originally conttact* 
ed in company with Savage. However that may 
be, their connexion was not of long duration. Ib 
the year 1738, Savage was reduced to the last dis- 
tress. Mr Pope, ia a letter to him, expressed hia 
concern for ** the miserable withdrawing of hia 
pension after the death of the Queen ;** and gave 
him hopes that, " in a short time, he should find 
himself supplied with a competence, without any 
dependence on those little creatures whom we are 
pleased to call the Cireat." The scheme proposed 
to him was, that he should retire to Swansea in 
Wales, and receive an allowance of fifty pounds a- 
year, to be raised by subscription; Pope was to 
pay twenty pounds. This plan, though finally es- 
tablished, took more than a year before it was car- 
ried into execution. In the mean time, the in- 
tended retreat of Savage called to Johnson's mind 
the third satire of Juvenal, in which that poet takes 
leave of a friend, who was withdrawing himself 
from all the vices of Rome. Struck with this idea, 
he wrote that well known poem, called London* 
The first lines manifestly point to Savage, 

*' Though grief and foodnecs in my breast rebel, 
When injur'd Thalea bids the town ferewflU ; 
Yet still my calmer Uioughts his choice commend ^ 
I praise the hermit, but regret the friend ; 
Retolr'd at length, from vice and London far. 
To breathe in distant fields a purer air ; 
And, fix'd on Cambria's solitary shore. 
Give to St Darld one true Briton more." 
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Jf^ason at that time lodged at Greenwich. He 
there fixes the scene, and takes leave of his friend ; 
who, he says in his I^ife, parted from him with 
tears ia his eyes. The poem, when finished, was 
ofiered to Cave. It happened, however, that the 
late Mr Dodsley was the purchaser at the price of 
ten guineas. It was puhlishedin I7S8 ; and Pope, 
we are told, said, ** The author, whoever iie is, will 
not be long concealed ;" alluding to the passage 
in Terence, Ubi, ubiest, tUu celari non potest. Not- 
withstanding that prediction, it does not appear 
that, besides the copy-money, any advantage ac- 
crued to the author of a poem, written with the 
degance and energy of Pope. Johnson, in August 
1738, went, with all the fame of his poetry, to otfer 
himself a candidate for the mastership of the school 
at Appleby, in Leicestershire. The statutes of the 
place required, that the person chosen should be a 
master of arts. To remove this djjection, the late 
Lord Gower was induced to write to a friend, in 
order to obtain for Johnson a master's degree in 
the University of Dublin, by the recommendation 
of Dr Swift. The letter was printed in one of the 
magazines, aqd is as foUows ; 

"SlE, 

** Mr Samuel Johnson (author of Londtui, a sa- 
tire and some other poetical pieces) is a native of 
thia county, and much respected by sortie worthy 
gentlemen in the neighbourhood, who are trustees 
of a charity-school, now vacant j the certain salary 
of which is Mxty pounds per year, of which they 
are desirous to make him master ; but unfortunate- 
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ly he is not capable of receiviDg their bounty, 
which would make him happy for life, by not being 
a master of arts, which, by the statutes of the 
school,' the master of it must be. 

" Now these gentlemen do me the honour to 
think, that I have interest enough in you, to pre- 
vail upon you to write to Dean Swift, to persuade 
the University of Dublin to send a diploma to me, 
constituting this poor man master of arts in their 
University. They highly extol the man's learning 
and probity ; and will not be persuaded, that the 
University will make any difSculty of conferring 
such a favour upon a stranger, if he is recommend- 
ed by the Dean. They say, he is not afraid of the 
strictest examination, though he is of so long a , 
journey j and yet he will venture it, if the Dean 
thinks it necessary, chusing rather to die upon the 
road, than to be starved to death in translating for 
booksellers, which has been bis only subsistence for 
some time past. 

'* I fear there is more difficulty in this affiur 
than these good-natured gentlemen apprehend, es- 
pecially as their election cannot be delayed longer 
than the 11th of next month. If you see this 
matter in the same light that it spears to me, I 
hope you will bum this, and pardon me for giving 
'you so much trouble about an impracti(»ble thing ; 
but, if you think there is a probability of obtain- 
ing the favour asked, I am sure your humanity 
and propensity to relieve merit in distress will in- 
cline you to serve the poor man, without my add- 
ing any more to the trouble I have already given 
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you, than assuriDg you, that I am, vith great 
truth. 

Sir, 
Your fiiithfiil bumble servant, 

GowEa.** 
*' TVentham, Ang. lit." 

This scheme miscarried. There is reasou to think, 
that Swift declined to meddle in tbe business ; and 
to that circumstance Johnson's known dislike of 
Swill has been often imputed. 

It is mortifying to pursue a man of merit through 
all his difficulties ; and yet this narrative must be, 
through many following years, tbe history of ge- 
nius and virtue struggling with adversity. Having 
lost the school at Appleby, Johnson was thrown 
back on the metropolis. Bred to no profession, 
without relations, friends, 6r interest, he was con- 
demned to drudgery in tbe service of Cave, bis 
only patron. In November 1738 was published a 
translation of Crousaz's Examen of Pope's Essay 
OD Man ; ** containing a succinct View of tbe 
System of the Fatalists, and a Confutation of their 
Opinions ; with an Illustration of the Doctrine of 
Free Will ; and an Inquiry, what view Mr Pope 
might have in touching upon the Leibnitzian 
Philosophy, and Fatalism. By Mr Crousaz, Pro- 
fessor of Philosophy and Mathematics at Lau- 
sanne." This translation has been generally thought 
a production of Johnson's pen; but it is now 
known, that Mrs Elizabeth Carter has acknow- 
ledged it to be one of her early performances. It 
is certain, however, that Johnson was eager to pro- 
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mote the publication. He considH-ed the foreign 
philosopher as a maa zealous in the cause of reli< 
gion ; and with him he was willing to join against 
the system of the Fatalists, and the doctrine of 
Leibnitz. It is well known that Warburton wrote 
a vindication of Mr Pope ; but there is reason to 
think, that Johnson conceived an early prejudice 
against the Essay on Man ; and what once took 
root in a mind like his, was not easily eradicated. 
His letter to Cave on this subject is still extant* 
and may well justify Sir John Hawkins, who infer- 
red that Johnson was the translator of Crousaz. 
The conclusion of the letter is remarkable : *' I 
am yours, Impransus." If by that Latin word 
was meant that he had not dined, because he want- 
ed the means, who can read it, even at this hour, 
without an aching heart ? 

With a mind naturally vigorous, and quickened 
by necessity, Johnson formed a multiplicity of pro- 
jects ; but most of them proved abortive. A num- 
ber of small tracts issued from his pen with won-' 
derful rapidity j such as *' Marmor Norfolciense ; 
or an Essay on an ancient prophetical Inscription, 
in Monkish Rhyme, discovered at Lynn in Nor- 
folk. By Probus Brttanmcus." This was a pam- 
phlet gainst Sir Robert Walpole. According to 
Sir John Hawkins, a warrant was issued to appre- 
hend tlie Author, who retired with his wife to an 
obscure lodging near Lambeth Marsh, and there 
eluded the search of the messengers. But this 
story has no foundation in truth. Johnson was 
never known to mention such an incident in his 
Kfe; and Mr Steele (late of the Treasury) caused 
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diligent search to be made at the propw offices, 
and no trace of such a proceeding could be found. 
In the same year (1759) the Lord Chamberlain 
prohibited the representation of a tragedy, called 
Gustaviis Vasa, by Henry Brooke. Under the 
mask of irony Johnson published, " A Vindication 
of the Licenser from the malicious and scandalous 
aspersions of Mr Brooke." Of these two pieces 
Sir John Hawkins says, *' they have neither learn- 
ing nor wit -y nor a single ray of that genips which 
has since blazed forth j" but, as they have been 
lately reprinted, the reader, who wishes to gratify 
his curiosity, is referred to the fourteenth volume 
of Johnson's works, published by Stockdale. The 
lives of Boerbaave, Blake, Barratier, Father Paul, 
and others, were, about that time, printed in the 
Oentleman*3 Magazine. The subscription of fifty 
pounds a-year for Savage was completed ; and in 
July 1739 Johnson parted with the companion of 
his midnight hours, never to see him more. The 
separation was, perhaps, an advantage to htm, who 
wanted to make a right use of his time,'' and even 
. then beheld, with self-reproach, the waste occa- 
sioned by dissipation. His abstinence from wine 
and strong liquors began soon afler the departure 
of Savage. What habits he contracted in the course 
of that acquaintance, cannot now be known. The 
ambition of excelling in conversation, and that pride 
of victory, which at times disgraced a man of 
Johnson's genius, were, perhaps, native blemishes. 
A fierce spirit of independence, even in the midst 
of poverty, may be seen in Savage ; and, if not 
thence transfused by Johnson into his own man- 
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ners, it may, at least, be supposed to have gained 
strength from the example before him. During 
that connexion there was, if we believe Sir John 
Hawkins, a short separation between our author 
and his wife, but a reconciliation' soon took place. 
Johnson loved her, and showed his afiection in va- 
rious modes of gallantry, which Garrick used to 
render ridiculous by his mimicry. The afiectatioa ' 
of sofl and fashionable airs did not become an un- 
wieldy figure ; his admiration was received by the 
wife with the flutter of an- antiquated coquette; 
and both, it is well known, furnished matter for 
the lively genius of Garrick. 

It is a mortifying reflection, that Johnson, with 
a store of learning and extraordinary talents, was 
not able, at the age of thirty, to force his way to 
the favour of the public. Slow rises worth by po- 
verh/ depressed. " He was still," as he says him- 
self, " to provide for the day that was passing over 
him." H6 saw Cave involved in a state of warfare 
with the numerous competitors, at that time strug- 
gling with the Gentleman's Magazine; andgrati- 
tude for such supplies as Johnson received dictated 
a Latin Ode on the subject of that contention. 
The first lines, 

" Urbane, nullia fesse laboribut, 
UrbanC) nuUis victe cdumniU," 

put one in mind of Casimir's Ode to Pope Urban: 

" Urb&ne, reguin maxime, maxime 
Urbane vatum." — 
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The Poliah poet was, probably, at that time in the 
hands of a man who had meditated the history of 
the Latin poets. Guthrie the historian had, from 
July 1736, composed the parliamentaiy speeches 
for the Magazines ; but, from the beginning of the 
session which opened on the 19th of November 
1740, Johnson succeeded to that department, and 
continued it from that time to the debate on spiri- 
tuous liquors, which happened in the House of 
Lords in February 1743-d. The eloquence, the 
force of argument, and the splendour of language, 
displayed in the several speeches, are well known, 
and universally admired. The whole has been col- 
lected in two volumes by Mr Stockdale, and may 
form a proper supplement to this edition. That 
Johnson was the author of the debates during that 
period, was not generally known } but the secret 
transpired several years afterwards, and was avow- 
ed by himself on the following occasion. Mr Wed- 
derbume (now Lord Loughborough), Dr Johnson, 
Dr Francis (the translator of Horace), the present 
writer and others, dined with the late Mr Foote. 
An important debate towards the end of Sir Ro- 
bert Walpole's administration being mentioned, Dr 
Francis observed, *' That Mr Pitt's speech, on that 
occasion, was the best he had ever read." He add- 
ed, " That he had employed eight years of his life 
in the study of Demosthenes, and finished a trans- 
lation of that celebrated orator, with all the deco- 
rations of style and language within the reach of his 
capacity ; but he had met with nothing equal to the 
i^eech above-mentioned." Many of the company 
remembered the debate ; and some passages were 
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cited, with the approbation and applause of all pre- 
sent. During the ardour of conversation Johnson 
remained silent. As soon as the warmth of praise 
subsided, he opened with these words: " TTiat 
speech I wrote in a garret in Exeter-street." The 
company was struck with astonishment After 
staring at each other in silent amaze, Dr Francis 
asked, " How that speech could be written by him?" 
" Sir," said Johnson, " I wrote it in Exeter-street. 
I never had been in the gallery of the House of 
Cktmmons but once. Cave had interest with the 
door-keepers. He, and the persons employed under 
him, gained admittance : they brought away the 
subject of discussion, the names of the speakers, the 
side they took, and the order in which they rose, 
together with notes of the arguments advanced in 
the course of the debate. The whole was afterwards 
communicated to me, and I composed the speeches 
in the form which they now have in the Parlia- 
mentary Debates." To this discovery Dr Francis 
made answer: "Then, Sir, you have exceeded 
Demosthenes himself; for to say, that you have 
exceeded Francis's Demosthenes, would be saying 
nothing." The rest of the company bestowed la- 
vish encomiums on Johnson : one, in particular, 
praised his impartiality; observing, that he dealt 
out reason and eloquence with an equal hand to 
both parties. " That is not quite true," said John- 
son ; " I saved appearances tolerably well ; but I 
took care that the whig dogs should not have the 
best of it." The sale of the Magazine was greatly 
increased by the Parliamentary Debates, which 
were continued by Johnson till the month of March 



r:,9,N..<ib, Google 



QBincff OF PB JomnoM. S3 

174!^. *From that dme the Magazine was con- 
ducted by Dr Hawkesw<^h. 

In 1743-4, Osborne, the bookseller, vho kept a 
shop in Gray'8 Inn, purchased the Earl of Oxford's 
library, at the price c^ thirteen thousand pounds* 
He projected a catalogue in five octavo volumes, at 
five shillings each. Johnson was employed in that 
painful drudgery. He was likewise to collect all 
such small tracts as were in any degree worth pre- 
serving, in order to reprint and publiab the whole 
in a collection, called " Tlie Harleian Miscellany.** 
The catalogue was completed ; and the Miscellany 
in 1749 was published in eight quarto volumes. In 
this business Johnson was a day-labourer for im* 
mediate subusteace, not unlike Gustavus Vasa 
working in the mines of Dalicarlia. What WiU 
cox, a bookseller of eminence in the" Strand, said 
to Johnson, on his first arrival in' town, was now 
almost confirmed. He lent our author five guineas, 
and then asked him, *' How do you mean to earn 
your livelihood in this town ?" " By my literary 
labours," was the answer. Wilcox, staring at him, 
shook his head : " By your literary labours !— You 
had better buy a porter's knot." Johnson used to 
tell this anecdote to Mr Nichols j but be said, 
" Wilcox was one of my best friends, and he meant 
well." In &ct, Johnson, while employed in Gray's 
Inn, may be said to have* carried a porter's knot. 
He paused occamonally to peruse the book that 
came to his hand. Osborne thought that such 
curiosity tended to nothing but delay, and objected 
to it with all the pride and insolence of a tnas, who 

Vol. ,r. c 
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kDew that he paid daily wages. Ii>fthe dilute thstt 
of course ensued, Osborne^ with that roughness 
which WW patur^ to him, enforced his argument 
bygivii^ the lie. Johnson seized a folio, and 
jEnocked the bookseller down. This steiy has been 
related as^ an instance of JotUi8on*9 ferocity ; but 
merit cannot always take the vpums of the unwor- 
thy with a patient Bj^rit. 

That die history (^ an authcK" must be found ia 
bh works is, in general, a true dieervatioa ; and 
was never mose apparent than in the presets narra- 
tive. Every era of Johnson's life is fixed by his 
writings. In 1744 he published the Life of Savage t 
and the? projected a new edition of Shakspear&. 
As a prelude to this design, he published, ia 174^» 
Mi^ceUan&ms^.ObservatioTis on the Tragedy qfMac- 
beth, mtk Remarks on Sir Tkcmas Hemmer's Edi^ 
6on ; to ivhich were prefixed. Proposals Jor a rum 
Edition ^ Skakspeare, with a Specimen, Of tfai» 
pamphlet Warburton, in the Pre&ce to Shakspeare^ 
has given bis opinion : ** As to all those things, 
>vhich have been published under the title of Essays^ 
Jlemarlcs, Observations, &c. on Shakspeare, if you 
except some critical note» on Macbeth, given as a 
specimen of a projected edition, and written, as 
8i^>esc3» by a inui of parts and genius, the rest are 
absolutely below a serious notice." But the atten- 
tion of the public was not excited ; there was no 
friend to promote a subscription ; and the project 
died, to revive at a future day.. A new undertak* 
ing, however, was soon afVer proposed ; namely, an 
Eaglish Dictionaiy, upon an enlai^d plan. Seve* 
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Tal of the most opulent boolcsellers had meditated a 
'work of this kind ; and the agreement was soob ad- 
justed between the parties. Imboldened. by this 
'connexion, Johnson thought of a better habitation 
than he had hitherto known. He had lodged with 
his wife In courts and alleys about the Strand ; but 
now, for the purpose of carrying <hi his arduous 
tindertaking, and fo be near his printer and friend 
Mr Strahan, he ventured to take a house in Gough- 
square, Fleet-street. He was told that the Earl of 
Chesterfield was a friend to his undertaking ; and, 
in consequence of that intelligence, he '^bh'shed, 
in 1747, The Plan of a Dictionary qfthe English 
lionguaget addressed to the Right Honourable Philip 
Dormer, Earl of Chesterfield, one of Ms Majesty* & 
principal Secretaries qf Stale. Mr Whitehead, after- 
wards Poet Laureat, undertook to convey the manu- 
script to his Lordship : the consequence was an in- 
vitation from Lord Chesterfield to the author. A 
Stronger contrast of characters could not be brought 
together; the Nobleman, celebrated for his wit, 
and all the graces of polite behaviour ; the Author, 
conscious of hta own merit, towering in idea above 
atl competition, versed in scholastic Ic^c, but a 
stranger to the arts c^ polite conversation, uncouth. 
Vehement, and vociferous. The coaKtiott was too 
unnatural. Johnson expected a Mscenas, and was 
disappointed. No patronage, no assistance follow- 
ed. Visits were repeated ; but the reception was 
not cordial. Johnson one day was left a full hour. 
Waiting in an antichamber, till a gentleman should 
retire, and leave his Lordship at leisure. This was 
the famous Colley Cibber; Johnson saw him go. 
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and, fired with indignatJotrj rusfied out of tbe house. 
What Lord Chesterfield thought of bis visitor may 
be seen in a passage in one of that nobleman's let- 
ters to his son :-* ** There ia a man, whose moral cha> 
racter,. deep learning, and superior parts,. I acknow- 
ledge, admire, and respect } but whom it is so iat- 
possible for me to lov^ that I am almost in a fever 
whenever I am in his company. His figure (with- 
out being deformed) seems made to disgrace or 
ridicule the common structure of the human body. 
His le^ and arms are never in the position which> . 
according to- the situatiou^ of his body, they ought 
to. be in, but constantly employed in committing 
acts'of hostility upon the Graces. He throws atty 
where, but down his throat* whatever he means to 
drink ;. and mangles- what he means to carve. In- 
attentive to alL the regards of social life, he mistimes 
and misplaces every thing. He disputes with heat 
indiscriminately, mindless of the rank^ cbaracter^ 
and situation of those with whom he disputes. Ab- 
solutely ignorant of the several gradations of fami- 
liarity and' respect, he is exactly the same to his 
superiors, his equals, and his inferiors \ and thei^ 
fore, by a necessary consequence,, is absurd to two- 
of the three. Is it possible to love such a man ?' 
No. The utmost I can do for him is, to consider 
him a respectable Hottentot" Such was the idea 
entertained by Lord Chesterfield. After the inci- 
dent of Colley Cibber, Johnson never repeated'hi» 
visits. In his high and decisive -tone, he has beeti 
often heard to say, '* Lord Chesterfield is a Wit 
among Lords, and a Lord among Wits..'" 
* Letter ccxiiv . 
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In the coarse of the year 1 747, Garrick, in con- 
junction with Lacy, became patentee of Drury-lane 
p!ay,house. For the opening of the theatre, at the 
usnai time, Johnson wrote for his friend the well- 
known prologue, which, to say no more of it, may 
at least be placed on a level with Pope's to the tra- 
gedy of Cato. The playhouse being nowander Gar- 
rick's direction, Johnson thought the opportunity 
fair to think of his tragedy of Irene, which was his 
whole stock on his ^rst arrival in town, in the year 
1737- That play was accordingly put into rehearsal 
in January 174'9> As a precursor to prepare the 
way, and awaken the public attention, The Vanity qf 
Human Wishes, a poem in imitation of the tenth 
satire of Juvenal, by the author of London, was 
published in the same month. In the Gentleman's 
Magazine, for February 1749, we find that the 
tragedy of Irene was acted at DruiyJane, on Mon- 
day, February the 6th, and from that time, with- 
out interruption, to Monday, February the SOth^ 
being in all thirteen- nights. Since that time it has 
not been exhibited on any st^ge. Irene may be 
added to some other plays in our language, which , 
have lost dieir place in the theatre, but continue 
to'please in the closet. During the representation 
of this piece, Johnson attended every night behind 
the scenes. ' Conceiving that his character, as an 
author, required some ornament for his person, he - 
chose, upon that occasion, to decorate himself 
with a handsome waistcoat, and a gold-laced hat. 
The late Mr Topham Beauclerc, who liad a great 
deal of that humour which pleases the more for ' 
seeming undesigned, used to give a pleasant des- 
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criptipn of this Greea-rootn finely* u r^ated by 

the author faimself ^ '* But," said Johnson, with 
great gravity, *' I soon laid aside my gold-laced 
. hat, lest It should make me pfoud." The amount 
of the three benefit nights for ihe tragedy of Irenp^ 
it is to be feared, was not very, con^erahle, as the 
profit, that Btimulating motive, never invited the 
author to another dramatic attempt Some years 
afterwards, when the present writer was intimate 
with Gairick* and knew Johnson to be in distress, 
he aE&ed the manager why he did not produce 
another tragedy for his Lichfidd friend? Garrick's 
answer was remarkable : " When Johnson writes 
tragedy, declamation ram's, and passioa sleeps: when 
Sh^fspeare wrot^ he dipped his pea in his own. 
heart.- 

There may, perhaps be a do^ee of sameness in 
this regular way of tracing an author from one 
■work to another, and the reader may feel the e& 
feet of a tedious monotony ; but in the life of John- 
eon there are no other land-marks. He waS now- 
forty years old, and had mixed but little with the 
world. He followed no profession, transacted no. 
buanes^ and was a stranger (o what is called a 
towfl life. We are now arrived at the brighter 
period he had hitherto known. His name broke 
mit upon mankind with a degree of lustre that pro- 
mised a triumph over all his diffitailties. The Life 
of Savage was admired as a beautiful and instruc- 
tive piece of biography. The two imitations of 
Juvenal were thought to rivfd even the ratcellence 
of Pope^ and the tragedy of Irene, though uninte- 
resting on the stagey was universally admired in th» 
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doset, for the propriety of the sentiments, therich- 
neas of the language, and t^e .general harmony of 
the whole composition. His fame was widely di& 
fused; and he had made his agreement with the 
boolraellers for his English Dictionary at the sum of 
fifteen hundred guineas ; part of which was to be^ 
from time to time, advanced in proportion to the 
fTogress of the itork. This was a certain fund for 
his support^ vrathout being obliged to write fugitive 
pieces for the petty supplies of the day. Accord- 
ingly we find that, in 1749, he established a club, 
consi^ing often ia number, at Horsem^il's in Ivy- 
lane, oh every Tuesday evening. Una is the firat 
scene of social life to which Jc^nson can be traced 
out of his own house. The members of this little 
society were, Samuel Johnson ; Dr Salter (father 
of the late Master of the Charter-house) j Dr 
Hawkesworth; Mr Ryland, a merchant; Mr Payne^ 
a bookseller, inFaternoster-row; Mr Samuel Dyer, 
a learned young matt; Dr William M'Ghie, a' 
Scotch physician; Dr Edmund Barker, a yotlng 
physician; Dr Bathurst, another young physician ; 
and Sir John Hawldns. This list is given by Sir 
John, as it should seem^ with no other view than to 
ckaw a spiteful and malevolent character of almost 
every one of them. Mr Dyer, whom Sir John sayg- 
he loved with the affection of a brother, meets with 
the harshest ^^atment, because it was his maxim, 
that to live in peace m& mankind, and in <i temper to 
do good offices, was the most essential part qfour duty. 
That notion of moral goodness gave umbrage to Sir 
John Hawkins, and drew down upon the memoiy 
of his friend the bitterest imputations. Mr pyei; 
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however, vas admired and loved throu^ life. He, 
was a man of literature. Johnson loved to enter 
with him into a discussion of metaphysical, moral* 
and critical subjects ; in those conflict exerciung 
his talents, and, according to his custom, always 
contending for victory. Dr Bathurst was the per- 
son on whom Johnson fixed . his affection. He 
hardly ever spoke of him withcmt tears in his eyes. 
It was from him, who was a native of Jamaica, 
that Johnson received into his service Frank, the 
black servant, whom, on account of his master, he 
valued to the end of his life. At the time of in- 
stituting the club in Ivy-lane, Johnson had pro- 
jected the Matnliler. The title was most probably, 
suggested by the Wanderer; a poem which htf . 
mentioas, with the wannest praise, in the Life of 
Savage. With the same spirit of independence 
with which he wished to live, it was now bis pride 
to write. He communicated bis plan to none of 
his friends .; he desired no asustance, relying en- 
tirely on his own fund, and the protection of the 
Divine Being, which he implored in a solemn form 
of prayer, composed by himself £br the occasioa. 
Having formed a retolution to undertake a work . 
that might be of use and honour to his country, he 
thought, with Milton, that this was not to be ob* 
tained *' hut by devout prayer to that Eternal 
Spirit that can enrich with all utterance and know- 
ledge, and send out his seraphim with the hallowed 
6re of his altar, to touch uid purify the lips of 
whom he pleases.'* 

Having invoked the special protection of Heaven, 
and by that act of piety fortified his mind, he be* 



n,<jv^<i "/Google 



GENIUS OF DR JOHirSOM. 41 

gftn the great work of the Rambler. The first 
□umber was published on Tuesday, March the 20th/ 
1750 ; and from that time waa continued regularly 
every Tuesday and Saturday for the space of two 
years,- when it finally closed on Saturday, March 
14. 175s. As it began with motives of piety, so 
it appears, that the same religious spirit glowed 
with unabating ardour to the last. His conclusion 
is : " The essays professedly serious, if I have been 
able to-execute my own intentions, will be found 
exactly conformable to the precepts of Christianity, 
without any accommodation to the licentiousness 
and levity of the present age. X therefore look 
hack on this part of my work with pleasure, which 
no man shall diminish or augment. I shall, never 
envy the honours which wit and learning obtain 
in any other cause, if I can be numbered among- 
tbe writers who have given ardour to virtue, and 
confidence to truth." The whole number of essays 
amounted to two hundred and eight. Addison's, 
in the Spectator, are more in number, but not half 
in point of quantity : Addison was not bound to 
publish OD stated days ; he could watch the ebb and 
flow of his genius, and send his paper to the press 
when his own taste was satisfied. Johnson's case 
was very di&rent. He wrote singly and alone. 
In the whole prog^ss of the work he did not re- 
ceive more than ten essays. This was a scanty 
contribution. For the rest, the author has describ- 
ed his situation : ** He that condemns himself to 
(impose on a stated day, will often bring to his 
task an attention dissipated, a memory embarrassed, 
an imagination overwhelmed, a mind distracted 
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with anxieties, a body languishing with disease: 
he will labour on a barren topic, ^ill it is too late 
to change it ; or, in the ardour of invention, difiiise 
his thoughts into wild exuberance, which the press- 
ing hour, of publication cannot suffer judgment to 
examine or reduce." Of this excellent production 
the number sold on each day did not amount to 
five hundred : of course the bookseller, who paid 
the author four guineas a-week, did not carry on 
a successful trade. His generosity and perseve- 
rance deserve to be commended ; and happily, 
when the collection appeared in vc^umes^ were 
amply rewarded. Johnson lived to see his labours 
fiourish in a tenth edition. His posterity, as an 
ingenious French writer has said on a similar occa- 
sion, began in bis- life-time. 

In the beginning of 17^0, soon after the Rambler 
was set on foot, Johnson was induced, by the arts 
of a vile impostor, to lend his assistance, during a 
temporary delusion, to a fraud not to be paralleled 
in the annals of literature. One Lauder, a native of 
Scotland, who had been a teacher in the Universi- 
ty of Edinburgh, had conceived a mortal antipathy 
to the name and character of Milton. His reason 
wav because the prayer of Pamela, in Sir Philip 
Sidney's Arcadia, was, as he supposed, maliciously 
inserted by the great poet in an edition of the 
Eikon Basilike, in order to fix an imputation cS 
impiety- on the memory of the murdered king. 
Fired with resentment, and willing to reap the pro- 
fits of a gross imposition, this man collected from 
several Latin poets, such as Masenius tbe Jesuit, 
StaphoFBtius a Dutch:divine, Beza, and otherSr all' 
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«uch passages as bore any kind of resemblance to* 
4ii£ferent places in tbe Paradise Lost ; aad tbese be 
published, fi'om time to time, in die GenUeman's 
Magazine, with occasional interpolations of lines, 
which he himself translated from Milton. The 
public credulity swallowed all with eagerness y and 
Milton was supposed to be guilty of plagiarism 
from inferior modern writers. The fi-aud succeeds 
ed 30 well, that Lauder collected the whole into a: 
volume, and advertised it under the title of " An 
Essajf on Milton's Use and Imitation qf tfie Mo- 
demst in his Paradise Lost ; dedicated to the Un^ 
verities qf Oxfird and Cambridge,** While the 
book was in the press, the proof-sheets were shewa 
to Johnson at the Ivy-lane Club, by Payne, the 
iKiokseller, who was one of the members. No maa 
in that society was in possession of the authors 
from whom Lauder professed to make his extracts. 
The charge was believed, and the contriver of it 
found his way to Johnson, who is represented by 
Sir John Hawkins, not indeed as an accomplice 
in the fraud, but, through motives of malignity to 
Milton, delighting in the detection, and exulting 
that the poet's reputation would suffer by the dis- 
covery. More malice to a deceased friend cannot 
well be imagined. Hawkins adds, " that he wished 
•weU to the argvanent must be it^erredjrom the pre-. 
Jace, which indubitably was written by him.** The 
preface, it is well known, was written by Johnson, 
apd for that reason is inserted in this edition. But 
if Johnson approved of tbe argument, it was no 
longer than while he believed it founded in truth. 
X.et us advert to his own words in that very preface. 
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*< Among the inquiries to which the ardour of criti- 
cism has saturally given occasion, none is more ob- 
scure in ttseir, or more worthy of rational curiosity, 
than a retrospection of the progress of this mighty 
genius in the construction of his work ; a view of the 
fabric gradually rising, perhaps from small begin- 
nings, till its foundation rests in the centre, and its 
turrets sparkle in the skies ; to trace back the struc- 
ture through all its varieties, to the simplicity of the 
first plan; to find what was projected, whence the 
scheme was taken, how it was improved, by what 
assistance it was executed, and from what stores the 
materials were collected ; whether its founder dug 
them from the quarries of nature, or demolished 
other buildings to embellish his own." These 
were the motives that induced Johnson to assist 
louder with a preface : and are not these the 
motives of a critic and a scholar ? • What reader of 
taste, what man of real knowledge, would not think 
his time well employed in an inquiry so curious, 
so interesting, and instructive ? If Lauder's facts 
were really true, who would not be glad, without 
the smallest tincture of malevolence, to receive real 
information ? It is painful to be thus obliged to vin- 
dicate a man who, in his heart, towered above the 
petty arts of fraud and imposition, against an inju- 
dicious biographer, who undertook to be his editor, 
and. the protector of his memory. Another writer, . 
Dr Towers, in an Essay on the Life and Character of 
Dr Johnson, seems to countenance this calumny. 
He says, // can hardly be doubted, but that John- 
son's aversion to Milton's politics was the cause of 
that tdcaritjf with which he joined with Lauder in his 
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itffamous attack on out great epic poet, and which 
induced him to assist in that transaction. These 
Words would seem to describe an accomplice, were 
they not inimediatdy followed by an express dedft- 
ration-, that JohnscKi was unacquainted with the im- 
posture., Dr Towers adds, // seems to have been b^ 
way qf making soma compensation to the memory (tf 
MiitOTit for the share he had in Ae attack qfLattder, 
that Johnson wrote the prologue, spoken by Garrtck^ 
at Drwnf-lane Theatre, 1750, an the performance qf 
the Masque tf Comus, for the henqfit tf MiWm's 
grand-daughter. Dr Towers is not free from pre- 
judice; but, as Shakspeare has it, ** he begets a 
temperance to give it smoothness." He is there- 
fore, entitled t6 a dispassionate answer. When 
Johnson wrote the prologue, it does appear that be 
was aware of the malignant artifices practised by 
louder. In the postscript to Johnson's preface, a 
subscription is proposed, for relieving the grand- 
daughter of the author of Paradise Lost. Dr 
Towers will agree that this shews Johnson's alacrity 
in doing good. That alacrity shewed itself again 
in the letter printed in the European Magazine, 
January 17S5, and tbere said to have appeared 
originally in the General Advertiser, 4th April 1730, 
by which the public were invited to embrace the 
opportunity of paying a just regard to the illustrious 
dead, united with the pleasure of doing good to the 
living. The letter adds, " To assist industrious 
indigence, struggling with distress, and debilitated 
hy age, is a display of virtue, and an acquisition 
of happiness and honour. Whoever, therefore, 
would be thought capable of pleasure in reading 
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the works (^ our incomparable Milton, and not so> 
destitute of gratitude as to refuse to lay out a trifle 
in a rational and elegant entertainment* for the 
benefit of his living remains, for the exercise of 
their own virtue, the increase of their reputation, 
and the consciousness of doing good, should appear 
at Drury-lane Theatre, to-morrow, April 5, when 
Comus will be performed for the benefit of Mr* 
Elizabeth Foster, grand- daughter to the author, 
and the only surviving branch of his &inily. Nota 
bem. There will be a new prologue on the occasion, 
written by the author of Irene, and spoken by Mr 
Garrick." The man who had thus exerted him- 
self to serve the grand-daughter, cannot be suppos- 
ed to have entertained personal malice to the 
grand-father. It is true, that the malevolence of 
Lauder, as well as. the itnpostuf-es of Archibald 
Bower, were fully detected by the labours, in the 
cause of truth, of the Rev. Dr Douglas, now Lord 
Bishop of Salisbury. 

■ ' " Diram qui contuclit Hjrdrani, 

Notaque fataii portenu li^Dre gube^t." 

But the pamphlet, entitled, MilUm 'vindicatedjrom 
the enlarge of Plagiarism brought against him by 
Mr Lauder, and Lauder himself convicted of several 
Forgeries and gross Impositions on 0ie Public, 
by John Douglas, M. A. Rector of Eaton Constan- 
iine, Salop, was not published till the year 17^1. 
In that work, p. 77. Dr Douglas says : " It is to 
be hoped, nay, it is e.rpecferf, that the elegant and 
nervous writer, whose judicious sentiments and 
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liumitable style point out the autbor of LauderTs 
preface and postscript, will no longer allow a man 
to plume himself xvifft hisjmthers, who appears ao 
Iftde to have desnved his assistance ; an assistaQce 
which, I am persoaded, would never have been 
cK>auQunicated, had there beui the least su^icion 
of Uiose facts, wbkh I have been the instnimeat of 
conveying to the world." We have here a con- 
temporary testimony to the integrity of Dr John- 
son (ihroaghout the whole of that vile transaction. 
What was the consequence of the requisition made 
by Dr Douglas? Jofaaion, whose mliqg passion 
may be siUd to be the love of truth, convinced 
Lauder, that it would be more to his interest to 
make a full confession 'of his guilt, than to stand 
forth the convicted champion of a lie ; and for thia 
purpose he drew up, in the strongest terms, a re- 
cantation in a Letter to the Rev. Mr Douglas, 
which Lauder signed, and published in the year 
1751. That piece will remain a lasting memorial 
of the abhorrence with which Johnson beheld a 
violation of truth. Mr Nichols, whose attachment 
to his illustrious friend was unwearied, showed him 
in 178O a book, called Remarks on Johnson^s L{^ ' 
qf Milton, in which the a£^r (^ Lauder was renew- 
ed with virulence, and a poetical scale in the Ute- 
raiy Magazine 17^8> (when Jt^nson had ceased to 
write in that collection) was urged as an additional 
proof of deliberate malice. He read the libellous 
passage with attention, and instantly wrote on the 
margin : *' In the business Of Lauder I was deceiv- 
ed, partly by thinking the man too frantic to be 
fraudulent. Of the poetical scale quoted from the 
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Magazine, I am not tbe ; author. I fancy it waa 
put in after I had ^ttedthat work f for I not 
.only did not wxite.it, but -I do not remember it." 
As a critic uid a sctiolar, Jabnam waswiltit^ to 
receive what nu[i[^ers,'at the time b^evedto be 
true in£}rmatioQ : .when he fomd tiist the whole 
was a forgery, he renounced '^connexion-^witb 
the author. 

In March 17dfi^ iK^taMvwe atfokeof ftfflic- 
.tion in the dea& of^hi&'wift. ' ^e'laat number <^ 
the Rambler, as alrQedy- mentioned, was oa the 
14tb of that month. The loss of Mrs Johnson wa* 
then approacliiDg,> '<apd,'.probtddy, was the cause 
that put an end to those admiraUeperioffical ess^. 
It appears that she died on .the ^th of March : in 
a memorandunii.afctjie foot of the Prayers andMe- 
ditations, that- is called her Dying Day. She was 
buried at Bromley, under, the care of Dr Hawkes- 
worth. - JohnsoQ' placed :a Latin inscription oa ber 
tomb, in which, he: celfbrated her beauty. With 
- the singularity of bis prayers ibriiis deceased wiie, 
from that time to the end.'of his days, the:worId is 
sufficiently 'acquainted^ Qp £]iaster-day,.S2d April 
17641, his memorandumsays:** Thought onTetty, 
poor dear Tetty! with my eyes. full. Went to 
church. Afler sermon I jrecommended Tetty in a 
prayer by herself; and my father, mother, brother^ 
and Bathurst, in another. I did it only once, so 
far as it might be lawful for me.** In a prayer* 
January 33. 1759, the day on which his mother 
was buried, he conmiettds, as far as may be lawful, 
her soul to God, imploring for her whatever is most 
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beneficial to ber in her preaent state. Iq this ha- 
bit he persevered to the end pf his days. Tbtt 
Rev. Mr Strahant the editw of the Prayers and 
Meditations, observes, " That Johnson, on som* 
occasions, prays that the Almighty mt^ have had 
mercy on his wife iond Mr Thrale ; evidently sup- 
posing their sentence to have been already passed 
in the Divine Mind ; and, by consequence, prov- 
ing, that he had no belief in a state of put^tory, 
and no reasra for praying for the dead that could 
impeach the sincerity of his profession as a Protes- 
tant." Mr Strahan adds, " That, in praying for 
the regretted tenants of the grave, Johnson con- 
formed to a practice which has been retained by 
many learned members of the EstabHshed Church, 
though the Liturgy no longer admits it. j(f where 
the treeJiUleth, there it shall be ; if our state, at the 
close of life, is to be the ineasure of our final sen- 
tence, then prayers for the dead, being visibly fruit- 
less, can be regarded only as the vain oblations of 
superstition. But of all superstitions this, perhaps, 
is one of the least unamiable, and most incident to 
a good mind. If our sensations of kindness be 
intense, those whom we have revered and Joved, 
death cannot wholly seclude from our concern. 
It is true, for the reason just mentioned, such evi- 
dences of our surviving affection may be thought 
iiUjudged ; but surely they are generous, and some 
natural tenderness is due even to a superstition, 
which thus originates in piety and benevolence/* 
These sentences, extracted from the Rev. Mr 
Strahan's prefece, if they are not a full justifica- 
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tion, are, at Iea«t, a beautiful apology. K wilt not 
be improper to add what Johnson himself h&H said 
on the euhject. Being asked by Mr Boswell,* 
what he thought of purgatory aa believed by the 
Roman Catholics ? His answer was, *• It is a very 
harmless doctrine. They are of opinion, that the 
generality of mankind are neither so obstinately 
wicked as to deserve evertasting punishment ; nor 
80 good auto merit being admitted into the society 
<^bles8ed spirits; and> therefore, that God is gra- 
ciously pleased to allow a middle state, where they 
may be purified by certain d^rees of suffering. 
You see there is nothing unreasonable in this } and 
if it be once established that there are souls in pur- 
gatoiy, it is as proper to pray for them, as fot our 
brethren of mankind, who are yet in this life." 
This was Dr Johnson's guess into futurity ; and to 
guess is the utmost that man can do. Shadcw$, 
chuds, and darkmstt rest upon it. 

Mrs Johnson lefl a daughter, Lucy Porter, by 
her tint husband. She had contracted a friend* 
ship with Mrs Anne Williams, the daughter of Za* 
chary Williams, a physician of eminence in South 
Wales, who had devoted more than thirty years of 
a long life to the study of the longitude, and was 
thought to have made great advances towards that 
important discovery. His letters to lord Halifax, 
and the Lords of the Admiralty, partly corrected 
and partly written by Dr Johnson, are still extant 
in the bands of Mr Nichols.! We there find Dr 

* Life of Johnson, Vol. I. p. S2d. 

f Se6 Gentlemati'i Magazine for Nov. and Dec. 1787. 
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Willianis, Sa the eighty-third ye^ of his age, ttt- 
ting, that he bad prepared an iosthimeiit, which 
might be called an epitome or tnioiature of the 
terraqueous globe, shaving, with the annstance of 
taMes constructed by himsdf, the variations of the 
magnetic needle, and ascertaining the longitude 
for the safety of navigaticm. It appears that this 
acheme had been referred to iSir Isaac Newton ; 
but that great philosopher excusing himself oo ac^ 
count of his advanced age, all applications were 
useless till'17dl, when the subject was referred, by 
order of Lord Anson, to Dr Bradley, the cele< 
brated professor of astronomy. His report was un- 
favourable,* UuHigh it allows that a con8idend>Ie 
pri^ess had been made. Dr Williams, after all 
his labour and expense, died in a short time after, 
a melancholy instance of unrewarded merit. His 
daughter possessed uncommoti tdents, and, though 
blind, had an alacrity of mind that made her con- 
versation agreeable, and even desirable. To relieve 
and appease melancholy reflections, Johnson took 
her home to bis house in Gough-sqiiare. In 17S5 
Garrick gave her a benefi^play, which produc- 
ed two hundred pounds. In 1766 she published, 
by subscription, a quarto volume of Miscellanies, 
and increased her little stock to three hundred 
pounds. That fund, with Johnson's protection, 
supported her through the remainder of her life. 

During the two years in which the Rambler 
was carried on, the Dictionary proceeded by slow 
degrees. In May 1752, having composed a prayer 

. • iSee Gentlaman'i Mtpaioe for Dec 1787, p. lOjbg, 
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preparatory to his return from tears and sorrow to 
the duties of life, be resumed.hi&^and design, and 
went on with vigour,, giving, however, occasional 
assistance to his friend Dr Hawkesworth in the 
Adventurer, which be^n. soon after the Rambler 
was laid aside. Some of the most valuable essays 
in that collecticMi were ftom tbe pen of JtAusoa. 
Ihe Dictionary was completed-towards the end of 
17^4; and, Cave being then no more, it waa a morti- 
fication to the autlasp of that noble addition to our 
language, that his old friend did not live to see the 
trium^ of his labours. In May 17^^ that great 
work was, published*. Johnson^as desirous that it 
should come frmn one who had obtained academi- 
cal honours ; imd for that purpose, his friend the 
Rev. Thomas Warton <^tained for him, in the pre- 
ceding month of February, a diploma for a master's 
degree from the University of Oxford. Garrick, 
on the publication of the; Dictionary, wrote the 
following lifiea : - 



*■ Talk of WW with a Briton, he'n boldly sdvnice'. 

That oneEnglith ■oldtev can beat ten of France. 

Would we alter the boaU from the iword to the pen, 

Our odds are Blill greater, Btiil greater our men. 

In the deep minea of science though Frenchmen maj toil, 

Can their strength be compar'd to Locke. Newton, or Boyle? 

l>et them rally their heroes, send forth all their pow'rs, 

Tlieir Tenemen and prosemen, then match ihem with ours. 

First Shakspeare and Milton, like Gods in the fight. 

Hare pot their whole drama and epic to flight. 

In satires, epistles, and odes, would they cope? 

Their numbers retreat before Drydeo and Pope. 

And Johnson well arm'd, like a hero of yore. 

Has beat Forty French, and will beat Forty mare." 
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It is, perhaps, ncedleffi taWeotien, that Forty wu 
the number of the Fretifeb Academy, itt <hei time 
when their Dictionaiy me puMished to ttttde their 
language. ' ' - 

In the course of the wiMefpi'eceding'lbib grand 
publication, the late Earl of Chesterfidd'^afn two 
essays in the periodical Paper c«Ued The Warld^ 
.'dated November S8. and December^. 1754^ to pre^ 
pare the public for so importaat' s work. The 
original plan, addressed- to hia Lord^ip idl^year 
1747, is there mentioned in terms of the highest 
praise ) and this was understood, at the tiaie« to 
.be a courtly way of sc^citing a dedication of the 
Dictionary to himself. Johnson treated ^i« civi- 
lity with dtidain. He said to Garrtck and otiien, 
" I hate sailed a long and p^nftil voyage round 
the world of the En^h language ;' and doei he 
now send out two cockboats to tow me into hiN 
hour ?" He had said, in the last number of the 
Rambler, " that, having laboured to maintain the 
dignity of virtue, I will not now degrade it by the 
meanness of dedication." Such a man, when he 
had 6nisbed his Dictionary, " not,*' at he says him* 
self, " in the soft obscurities of retirement* or un* 
der the shelter of academic bowers, but amidst in- 
convenience and distraction, in sickness and in 
sorrow, and without the patronage of the great,** 
was not likely to be caught by the lure thrown out 
by Lord Chesterfield. He bad in vain sought 
the patronage of that nobleman ; and his pride, 
exasperated by disaftpointment, drew from him 
the following letter, dated in the month of Feb- 
ruary 1755. 
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" To th« Bight Honourable the Earl of 
Chbatuifield. 
*• Mt Lord, 

** I have been lately inibrmed, hy the proprietors 
cf the World, that two papersj in which my Dic- 
iionary is recommended to the public, were writ- 
ten hy your Lordships To be so distinguished is 
an honour which, fieing very little accustomed to 
favours from the great, I know not well how to re- 
ceive, or in what terms to acknowledge. 

" When upon some slight eocouragetncnt, I first 
visited your Lordship, I was overpowered, like the 
test of mankiod, by the enchantment of your ad- 
dress, and could not forbear to wish, that I might 
boast myself £r vaingtieur du vainquatr de ia terre; 
that I might obtain that regard for which I saw the 
vorld contending. But I found my Attendance so 
little encouraged, that neither pride, nor modesty, 
would suffer me to continue it. When I had once 
addressed your Lordship in puUic, I had exhausted 
all the art of pleasing which a retired and uneourt- 
)y scholar can possess. I had done all that I could} 
and no man is well pleased to have his all neglect- 
ed, be it ever so little- 

" Seven years, my Lord, have now passed since 
I waited in your outward room, or was repulsed 
from yodr doorj during which time I have been 
pushing on ray work through difficulties, of which 
it is useless to complain, and have brought it at last 
to the verge of publication, without one act of, 
Msistance, one word . of encouragement, or one 
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smile of &vour. Such treatment I did not expect, 
for I never bid a patron before. 

** The Shepherd in VirgU grew acquainted with 
Jjy/e, and found him a native of the rocks. 

" Is not a patron» my Lord> one vho looks with 
unconcern on a man struggling for life in the 
water, and, when he has reached ground, encum- 
bers bim with help P The notice which you have 
been pleased to take of my labours, had it been 
early, had been kind ; but it haa been delayed till 
I am indifi^ent, and cannot enjoy it; till I am 
solitary, and (ianoot impart it i till I am known, 
and do not want it. I hope it is no very cynical 
asperity not to confess obligations where no bene- 
fit has been received ; or to be unwilling that the 
public should consider me as owing that to a pa- 
tron, which Providence has enabled me to do for 
myself. 

" Having carried on my work thus far with so 
little obligation to any favourer of learning, I shall 
not be disappointed, though I should conclude it, 
if less be possible, with less } for I have been long 
wakened from that dream of hope, in which I once 
boasted myself with so much exultation, 
Mr hoKD, * 
Your Lordship's most humble 

and most obedient servant, 

Samuel Johnsoh.** 

It is said, upon good authority, that Johnson once 
received from Lord Chesterfield the sum of ten 
pounds. It were to be wished that the secret had 
never transpired. It was mean to receive it, and 
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meaner to give it. It raiiy be imagine^ tbat for 
Johnson's ferocity/ ^9 it his been catted, there was 
some ibdndfltioH in bis finances; and, as his Dic- 
tionary wis tirought tty a conclusion, that mon^ 
was now to 'flow in 'upon Mm. The reverse was 
the case. Fd^ hifi subsistence, dttring the progress 
of the work, he bad 'received at different times the 
amount o'f his 'contract; and when his receipts 
were produced to him at a tave'm-dinner, given by 
:the booksellers, it appeared, that he had been paid 
'a hundred pounds ahd Upwards more than his due. 
The author of a book, called Lexipkanes, written 
*by a Mr Campbell, a Scotchman, and parser of a 
-man of war, endeavoured to blast bis laurels, but 
'in vain. The world applauded, and Johnson never 
-replied. *' Abuse," he said, " is often of service: 
there is nothing so dangerous to an author as si- 
lence; his name, Irke a shuttlecock, must be beat 
'backward and forward, or it falls to the ground." 
Lexiphanes professed to be an imitation of the plea- 
•sani manner of Lucian ; but humour was not the ta- 
lent of the Writer of Lexiphanes. As Dryden says, 
■" He had too much horse-play in his raillery." 

It was -in the summer 17^4, that the present 
writer became acquainted with Dr Johnson. The 
cause of his ■ first visit is related by Mrs Piozzi 
nearly .in the following manner: " Mr Murphy 
'being engaged in a periodical paper, the Gray's-Inn 
Journal, was at a friend's house in the country, 
and, not being disposed to lose pleasure for business, 
wished to content his bookseller by some unstudied 
essay. He therefore todc up a French Journal JLit- 
iiraire; and, translating something he liked, sent it 
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• 'away to town.' Time, however, discovered that he 
•translated ffQini the. f^repeh' a Jlambler, which had 
been takm fram the English without acknowledg- 
ment - 'Upoii'-.this- discovery -Mr Muiphy thought 
it right tO' makf his- e^ ciues to. Dr Johnson. He 
went next--day, asd found him covered with soot, 
Hko a chimney-sweeper^ ia a little room, as if he 
'had been acting Lungs in the Alchymist, making 
ether. This being told by Air Murphy iu com- 
pany, Cotn«, eoiQe, said Br Johnson, the story is 
blick enoiigh V butit was a happy day that brought 
you first to my house." After this first visit, the 
-author of this narrative by degrees grew intimate 
with Dr Johnson. The first striking sentence that 
he heard from him, was in -a few days after the pub- 
lication of Lord Bolingbroke's posthumous works. 
'Mr Garrick asked him, "If be bad seen them ?" 
-" Yes, I have seen them." " What do you think of 
them ?" " Think of them !" He made a long pause, 
-and then replied : " Think of them ! A scoundrel 
and a coward! A scoundrel, who spent his life in 
charging a gun against Christianity ; aod a coward, 
-who was afraid of hearing the report of his own gun, 
but left half a crown to a hungry Scotchman to draw 
the trigger after his death." His mind, at this time 
■strained and over-laboured by constant exertion, 
called for an interval of repose and indolence. But 
indolence was the time of danger : it was then that 
his spirits, not employed abroad, turned with inward 
-hostility against himself. His reflections on his own 
-life and conduct were always severe } and, wishing 
■to be immaculate, he destroyed his own peace by 
unnecessary scruples. He tells us, that when he 
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wrveyed his past lifef be discovered nothing but a 
barren waste of time, with some disorders of body, 
and disturbances of mind, very near to madness. 
His life, he says, from his earliest years, was wasted 
in a morning bed ; and his reigning sin was a gene- 
ral sluggishness, to which be was always inclined, 
and, in part of his life, almost compelled, by mor- 
bid melancholy, and weariness of miod. This was 
his constitutional malady, derived, perhaps, from 
his father, who was, at times, overcast with a gloom 
that bordered on insanity. When to this it is add- 
ed, that Johnson, aboiit the age of twenty, drew 
up a description of his infirmities for Dr Swinfen, 
at that time an eminent physician in Staffordshire i 
and received an answer to his letter, importing, 
that the symptoms indicated a future privation of 
reason ; who can wonder that he was troubled with 
melancholy and dejection of spirit ? An apprehen- 
sion of the worst calamity that can befal human 
nature hung over him all the rest of his life, like 
the sword of the tyrant suspended over his guest 
In his sixtieth year he had a mind to write the his- 
tory of his melancholy ; but he desisted, not know- 
ing whether it would not too much disturb bint. 
In a Latin poem, however, to which he has prefix- 
ed as a title, TNaei 2EATTON. he has left a 
picture of himself, drawn with as much truth, and 
as firm a hand, as can be seen in the portraits of Ho- 
garth or Sir Joshua Reynolds. The learned reader 
will fipd the original poem in this volume ; and it 
is hoped, that a translation, or rather, imitation, 
of so curious a piece, will not be improper in this 
place. 
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KNOW TfOUHSBLF. 

(ayTIK BEVISINO A«» IDLAKOtNO TBI SMOI-ICH LUIOOK, 
OM btOTIOKABV.) 

Whbh SciligM, wMs yewf «f labow {MM, 
Beheld lii>--LezicoB complete kt lut, 
And weaiy of hii task, with wond'ring e^ei. 
Saw from word* pil'd oa wards e fabric rise, « 

He cura'd the indiutry, inertly atrong', 
In creeping toil thai could peraiat lO long ; ' 
And if, enrag'd ha cried, Hear'n mMot to died 
Its keettest TMgsanca oa the guilty head. 
The drudgety of wnds thfl dama'd would know, 
Doom'd to write Lexicoiu in endlets woe.* 

Yes, <yoa had cauae, great i^enini I to repent t 
" You lost good daya, -that might b« better apent ;" 
You well might grudge the hours of ling'ring pain» 
And view your learned labours with disdain. 
To you w£re giT'a the large expanded tnlndj 
The flame of genioa, and the taste refin'd. 
'Twas yours on eagle wing* aloft to soar, 
And amidst rolling worlds the Great Firtt Cause explore; 
To fix the eraa of recorded time, 
And live in ev'ry age and ev'ry clime; 
Record the chiefs, who propt their country's caosai 
Who founded empires, ^ad astablish'd laws ; 
To lean whau'ar the Sage with virtu* fVwgbt, 
Whate'er the Muse of morai wisddm taught. 
These w«e your quarry; these to you were known, 
And tiie world's ample Tolama waa your own. 

Yet wam'd by m«, ye pigmy WiU, bevart, 
Nor with iiamortal Soaliger ootnpare. 

* See Scslig«T> Eirigraiti oa ibk lubjcc^ lOmiDinucstMi *)lh«U <l»uU bf 
£>r Jtiauoa. Genl. M^. lliiy p. $, 
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For met though hii example itrike my view 
Oh I not for me hia footstep! to pnnue. 
Whether first Nature, unpropitioiu, cold, 
Thia clay compounded in a ruder mould t 
Or the slow current, loit'ring at my heart. 
No gleam of wit or fancy can impart ; 
Whate'er the cause, from me no numbera floWi 
No viiion* warm me, and no raptures glow. . 

A mind like Scaliger'a, superior sUUi 
N» grief could conquer, no misfortune chill. 
ITiough for the maze of words his native skies 
He seem'd to quit, 'twas but again to rise ; 
To mount once more to the bright source of day. 
And view the wonders of th' ethereal way. 
Hie love of fame his gen'rous bosom fir'd; 
Each Science hail'd him, and each Muse inspir'd. 
For him the sons of learning trimm'd the bays, 
And nations grew harmonious in his praise. 

My task perform'd, and all my labours o'er, 
For me what lot has Fortune now in store ? 
The listless will succeeds, that worst disease, 
The rack of indolence, the sluggish ease- 
Care grows on cere, and o'er my aching brain 
Slack Melancholy pours her morbid train. 
No kind relief, no lenitive at hand, 
I seek at midnight clubs, the social band ; 
But midnight clubs, where wit with noise conspires. 
Where Comus revels, and where wine inspires, . 
Delight no more : I seek my lonely bed. 
And call on sleep to sooth my languid head. 
But sleep from these sad lids flies far away ; 
I mourn all night, and dread the coming day. 
Exhausted, tir'd, I throw my eyes around, 
To find some vacant spot on classic ground; 
And soon, vain hope ! I form a grand design ; ' 
Languor succeeds, and all my pow'rs decline. 
If sdence open not her richest v6in, 
Without materials all our toil is vain. 
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A fcrm to m^ed aUme when FhidJu ^tm. 
Beneath hia touch a new creation Iitcs. 
Remove his marble, and hit geniui diei; 
With nature then no breathing statue viea. 

Whate'er I plan, I feel my pow'ra confin'd 
By Fortune's frown, and penury of mind. 
I boaat no knowledge glean'd with toil Bad atrife. 
That bright reward of a well acted life. 
I view myself, while reaaon'a feeble Ught 
Shoota a pale glimmer through the gloom of night, 
While paaaiona, error, phantoms of the brain, 
And vain opinions, fill the dark domain ; 
A dreary void, where fears with grief combin'd 
Waste all within, and desolate the mind. | 

What then remaina ? Must I in slow declina 
To mute inglorious ease old age resign ? 
Or, bold ambition kindling in my breast. 
Attempt some arduous task ? Or, were it best 
Brooding o'er Lexicons to pau the day. 
And in that labour drudge my life away ? 

Such is the picture for which Dr Johnson aat to 
himself. He gives the prominent features of his 
character ; his lassitude^ his morbid melancholy, 
his love of fame, his dejection, his tavera-parties, 
and his wandering reveries, Vactue mala somma 
mentis, about which so much has been written ; all 
are painted in miniature, but in vi\4d colours, by 
his own hand. His idea of writing more Diction- 
aries was not merely said in verse. Mr Hamilton, 
who was at that time an eminent printer, and ^11 
acquainted with Dr Johnson, remembers thai he' 
engaged in a Commercial Dictionary, and, as flp< 
pears by the receipts in his possession, was paid hts 
price for several sheets ; but he soon relinquished 
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the undertaking. It ii probable, that be &und 
himself not sufficiently versed in that branch of 
knowledge. 

He was again reduced to the expedient of short 
compositions for the supply of the day. The writer 
of this narrative has now before him a letter in Dr 
Johnson's hand-writing, which shews the distress 
and melancholy situation of the man, who had 
written the Rambler, and finished the great work 
of his Dictionary. The letter is directed to Mr 
Richardson (the author of Clarissa), and is as fol- 
lows : 

" SiH, 

" I am obliged to entreat your assistanee; I 

am now under an arrest for five pounds eighteen 
shillings. Mr Strahan, from whom I should have 
received the necessary help in this case, is not at 
home } and I am afraid of not finding Mr Millar. 
If you will be so good as to smd me this Sum, I 
will very gratefully repay you, and add it to all 
former obligations. I am. Sir, 
Your most obedient 

and mpst humble servant, 

Sakuel Jobnkw." 

« Googh-tqunre, 16th March."' 

In Che margin of this letter there is a memoran- 
dum in these words : " March l6. 17^6. Sent six 
guineas. Witness, Wm. Richardson." For the 
honour of an admired writer it is to be regretted* 
that we do not find a more liberal entry. To his 
friend in distress he sent e^ht shillings more than 
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VM wanted. Had an incident of this kind occar- 
red in one of his romances, Richardson vould 
have known how to grace his hero ; but in ficti- 
tious scene! generosity costs the writer nothing. 

About this time Johnson contributed several 
papers to a periodical Miscellany, called The Visi- 
tor, from motives which are highly honourable to 
him, a compassionate regard for the late Mr Chris- 
topher Smart. The criticism on Pope's Epitaphs 
appeared in that work. In a short time afler, he 
became a reviewer in the Literary Magazine, un- 
der the auspices of the late Mr Newbery, a man of 
a projecting head, good taste, and great industry. 
This employment engrossed but little of Johnson's 
time. He resigned himself to indolence, took no 
exercise, rose about two, and then received the 
visits of his friends. Authors, long since forgot* 
ten, waited on him as their oracle, and he gave re- 
sponses in the chair of criticism. He listened to 
the complaints, the schemes, and the hopes and 
fears of a crowd of inferior writers, " who," he said, 
in the words of Roger Asdiam, " lived, men knew 
not how, and died ohcure, men marked not when." 
He believed, that he could give a better history of 
Grub-street than any man living. His hoase was 
filled with a succession of visitors till four or five 
in the evening. During the whole time he presid- 
ed at his tea-table. Tea was his ^vourite beve- 
rage ; and, when the late Jonas Hanway pronounc- 
ed his anathema against the use of tea, Johnson 
. rose in defence of his habitual practice, declaring 
■* himself " in that article a hardened sinner, who 
had for years diluted his meals with the infusion of 
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that fascibatihg plimt ; whose tea-kettle had no- 
time to cool ; who with tea solaced the midnight 
hour, and with tea welcomed the morning." 

The proposal for a new edition of Shakspeare, 
which had formerly miscarried, was resumed in the 
year 17^6. The booksellers readily agreed to his 
terms, and subscription-tickets were issued out.* 
For undertaking this work, money, he confessed, 
was the inciting motive. His friends exerted them- 
selves to promote his interest ; and, in the mean 
time, he engaged in a new periodical production 
called The Idler. The first number appeared on 
Saturday, April 15. 1758 ; and the last, April 5, 
1760. The profits of this work, and the subscrip- 
tions for the new edition of Shakspeare, were the 
means by which he supported himself for four or 
five years. In 1759 was published Rasselas, Prince 
of Abyssinia. His translation of Lobo's Voyage 
to Abyssinia seems to have pointed out that coun- 
try for the scene of action ; and Rassela Christos, 
the General of Sultan Sequed mentioned in that 
work, most probably suggested the name of the 
prince. The author wanted to set out on a jour- 
ney to Lichfield, in order to pay the last ofiices of 
filial piety to his mother, who, at the age of ninety, 
was then near her dissolution } but money was ne- 
cessary. Mr Johnston, a bookseller, who has long 
since lef); off business, gave one hundred pounds 
for the copy. With this supply Johnson set out 
for Lichfield ; but did not arrive in time to close 
the eyes of a parent whom beloved. He attended 
the funeral, which, as appears among his memoran- 
dums, was on the 23d of January I759. 
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Jt^nBon now fouad it necessary to retrench his 
expenses. He gave up his bpuse in Gough-square. 
Mm Williams went into lodgings. He retired to 
QrayVInn, and soon removed to chambers in the 
Inner Temple-lane, where he lived in poverty, to- 
tal idleness^ and the pride of literature. Magni 
Stat nominis itmhrd, Mr Fitzherbert (the father of 
Lord St Helens the present minister at Madrid), a 
man distinguished through Itfb for his benevolence 
and other amiable qualities, used to say, that he 
paid a morning visit to Johnson, intending from 
his chambers to send a letter into the city ; but, to 
his great surprise, he found an author by profession 
without pen, ink, or paper. The present Bishop 
of Salisbury was also among those who endeavour- 
ed, by constant attention, to sooth the cares of a 
mind which he knew to be afflicted with gloomy 
apprehensions. At one of the parties made at his 
house, Boscovich, the Jesuit, who had then lately 
introduced the Newtonian philosophy at Rome, and 
after publishing an elegant Latin poem on the' 
subject, was made a Fellow of the Royal Society, 
was one of the company invited' to meet Dr John- 
son. The conversation at first was mostly in 
French. Johnson, though thoroughly versed in 
t^at language, and a professed admirer of Botleau 
and La Bruyere, did not understand its pronuncia- 
tion, nor could he speak it himself with propriety. 
For the rest of the evening the talk was in Latin. 
Boscovich had a ready current ilow t^that fliinsy 
phraseology with which a priest may travel through 
Italy, Spain, and Germany. Johnson scornedirhat 
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he called colloquial barbarisms. It was his pride 
to speak his best. He went on, after a little prac- 
tice, with as much facility as if it was his native 
tongue. One sentence this writer well remembers. 
Observing that Fontenelle at first opposed the New- 
tonian philosophy, and embraced it afterwards, his 
words were : FonteneUus, Tiifallor, in extremd senec- 
tHte,Juil tran^fuga ad castra Newtoniana. 

We have- now travelled through that part of Dr 
Johnson's Kfe which was a peipetuaJ struggle with 
difficulties. Hfdcyon days are now to open upon 
hinh In the month of May VJQ^, his Majesty, to 
reward literary merit, signified his pleasure to grant 
to Johnson a pension of three hundred pounds a- 
year. The Earl of Bute was minister. Lord- 
Loughborough, who, perhaps, was originally a mo- 
ver in the business, had authority to mentiou it. 
He was well acquainted with Johnson ; but, hav- 
ing beard much of his independent spirit, and of 
the downfal of Osborne the bookseller, he did not 
know but his benevolence might be rewarded with 
a folio on his head.. He desired the author of these 
memoirs to undertake the task. This writer thought 
the opportunity of doing so much good the most 
happy incident in his life. He went, without de- 
lay, to the chambers in the Innier Temple-lane* 
which, in fact, w^e the abode of wretchedne^. 
By slow and studied approacltes the message was- 
ftisclosed. Johnson made a long pause : he asked 
if it was seriously intended ? He fell into a pro- 
found meditation, and his own definition of a pen- 
sioner occurred to him. He was told* " That he, 
at least> did not come within the definitioik" He 
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desired to meet oext day, and dine at the Mitre 
Tavern. At that meeting he gave up all his scru- 
ples. On the following day Lord ]u>ttghbt»Y}ugh 
conducted him to the Earl of Bute. The conver- 
sstion that passed was in the eveaiag related to 
this writer by Dr Johnson. He expsessed hi* 
sense of hia Majesty's boupty, and thought himself 
the more highly hoBoured, as the favour was not 
bestowed on him f<H- having dipped his pea in fac^ 
tion. " N(s Sir»'* said Lord Bute* " it is BOt <^r- 
ed to you for having dipped your pen in faction, 
nor with a design that you ever should." Sir John 
Hawkins will have it, that, afler thi» interview, 
Johnson was often pressed to wait on Lord Bute, 
but with a sullen spirit refused to comply. How- 
ever that be, Johnson was never heard to utter s 
disrespectful word o£ that nobleman. The writer 
of this essay remembers a circumstance which may 
throw some light on this subject. The late Dr 
Rose, of Chiswidc, whom Johnson loved and re- 
q)ected, contended for the prc'eminence t^ the , 
Scottish writers ; and Ferguson's book on Civil So* 
ciety, then on the eve of publication, he said, would 
give the laurel to North Britain. " Alas ,' what 
can he' do upon that subject?" said Johnson: 
" Aristotle Folybius, Grotius, Pi^ndor^ and 
Borlemaquiy have reaped in that field beibre him." 
** He will treat it," said Dr Rose, ** in a new man- 
ner." ** A new manner \ Buckinger had ao hands, 
and he wrote his name with his toes at Cbaring- 
cross, for half-a-crown apiece; that was a new 
manner of writing I" Dr Rose replied, " If that 
will not satisfy you, I will name a writer, whom 
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3rou must allow to be the best in the kitagdom.'^ 
•• Who is that?" " The Earl of Bute, when he 
wrote an order for your pension." ** There, Sir," 
said Johnson, ^ you have me in the toil : to Lord 
Bute I must allow whatever praise you claim for 
him." Ingratitude was bo part of Johnstm'd 
character. 

Being now in l^e possession of a regular income, 
Johnson left his chamhers in the Temple, and once 
more became master of a house in Johnson^s-court, 
Fleet-street. 3> Level, his friend and physidui 
in ordinary, paid his daily visits with assiduity; 
made tea all the mtn-ning, talked what he bad to 
say, and did not expect an answer. Mrs Williams 
had her apartment in the house, and entertaiued 
her benefacftor with more ralarged ctHiveraetion^ 
Chemistry was part of Johnson's amusement. For 
this love of experimental philos(^y, Sk John 
Hawkins thinks an apology necessary. He tells 
us, with great gravity, that curiosity was the only 
object in view ; not an intention to grow suddenly 
rich by the philosopher's stone, or the tiBnsmuta- 
tioo of metals. To enlarge bis circle, Johnson 
once more had recourse to a literary club. This 
WBa at the Turk's Head, in Gerrard-street, Sohc^ 
on every Tuesday evening through the year. The 
members were, besides himself, the right honour- 
able Edmund Burke, Sir Joshua Reynolds, Dr Nu- 
gent, Dr Goldsmith, thelate MrTopham Beauclerk, 
Mr Langton, Mr Chamier, Sir John Hawkins, and 
some others. Johnson's affection for Sir Joshua 
was founded on a long acquaintance, and a thcM 
rough knowledge of the virtus and amiable quimUea 
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bf that excellent artist He delighted ifi tbecoiv 
versatioo of Mr Burke. He met him for the first • 
time at Mr Grarrick's several years ago. On th« 
pext day he Baid. ** I suppose. Murphy, you are 
proud of your countryman. Cum UUis sit utinam 
nosier esset!" From that time bis constant obsei^ 
vation was, " That a man of sense could not meet 
Mr Burke by accident, under a gateway to avoid 
a shower, without being convinced that he was the 
jQrat man in England." Johnson felt not only 
kindness, but zeal and ardour for his friends. He 
did every thing in his power to advance the repu- 
tation of Dr Goldsmith. He loved him, though 
he knew his failings, and particularly the leaven 
of envy which corroded the mind of that elegant 
writer, and made him impatient, without disguise^ 
of the praises bestowed on any person whatever. 
Of this infirmity, which marked Goldsmith's cha- 
racter, Johnson gave a remarkable instance. It 
happened that he went with Sir Joshua Reynolds 
and Goldsmith to see the Fantoccini, which were 
^chibited some years ago in or near the Haymar- 
ket. They admired the curious mechanism by 
which the puppets were made to walk the stage, 
draw a chair to the table, sit down, write a letter,' 
and peiform a variety of other actions, with such 
dexterity, that though Nature's journeymen made 
the men, they imitated humanify to the astonish- 
ment of the spectator. The entertainment being 
over, the three friends retired to a tavern. John- 
son and Sir Joshua talked with pleasure of what 
they had seen ; and says Johnson, in a tone of ad- 
wiration, *' How the little fellow brandished his 
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spontoon!" " There is nothing in it," replied 
Goldsmith, starting i^ with impatience; " give 
me a spontoon ; I can do it as well myself." 
- Enjoying his amusements at his weekly club, 
and happy in a state of independence, Johnson 
gained in the year I76S another resource, which 
contributed more than any thing else to exempt 
him from the solicitudes of life. He was intro- 
'duced to the late Mr Thrale and his family. Mrs 
Piozzi has related the fact, and it is therefore need- 
leas to repeat it in this place. The author of this 
narrative looks back to the share he had in that 
business with self-congratulation, since he knows 
-the tenderness which from that time soothed John- 
son's cares at ' Streatham, and prolonged a valu- 
able life. The subscribers to Shakspeare began to 
despair of ever seeing the promised edition. ' To 
acquit himself of this obligation, he went to woHc 
unwillingly, but proceeded with vigour. la the 
month of October 1765, Shakspeare was publish- 
ed} and, in a short tithe ^er, the University of 
Dublin sent over a diploma, in honourable terms, 
oreating him a Doctor of Laws. Oxford in eight 
or ten years afterwards followed the example ; and 
'till then Johnson never assumed the -title of Doc- 
tor, In 1766 his constitution seemed to be in a 
rapid decline ^ and that morbid mdancholy, which 
often clouded his understanding, came upon him 
with a deeper gloom than ' ever. Mr and Mrs 
Tbrale paid him « visit in this situation, and found 
him on his knees, witii Dr Delap, the rector of 
ILewes, in Sussex, beseeching God to continue to 
him the use of his understanding. Mr Thrale took 
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him to his house at Streatham } and Johnson from 
that time became a <x)nstant resident in the family. 
-He went occasionally to the club in Gerrard-street i 
but bis bead-quarters were fixed at Streatbam. A,a 
apartment was Stted up for him, and the library was 
greatly enlarged. Parties were constantly invited 
from town ; and Johnson was every day atanelegant 
table, with select and polished company. What* 
ever could be devised by Mr and Mrs Thrale to 
promote the happiness, and establish the health of 
their guest, was studiously performed from that 
time to the end of Mr Thrale's life. Johnson ac- 
companied the family in all their summer excur- 
sions to Brightbelm8tone> to Wales, and to Paris. 
it is but justice to Mr Thrale to say, that a more 
ingenuous frame of mind no man possessed. His 
education at Oxford gave him the habits of a gen- 
tleman i his amiable temper recommended bis con- 
versation ; and the goodness of his heart made him 
a sincere friend. That he was the patron of John- 
son, is an honour to bis ncremory^ 

In petty disputes with contemporary writers, or 
the wits of the age, Johnson was seldom entangled. 
A single incident of that kind may not be unwor- 
thy of notice, since it happened with a man of great 
c^ebrity in bis time. A mimber of friends dined 
with Garrick on a Christmas-day. Foote wasthea 
in Ireland. It was said at table, that the modem 
Aristophanes (so Foote was called) had been horse- 
-whipped by a Dublin apothecary, for mimicking 
him on the stage. "I wonder," said Garrick, 
" that any man should show so much resentment 
io Foote-} he has a patent for such liberties. j no- 
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body ever tbougbt it v>or^ his while to quarrel with 
him ID London." " I am glad," said Johnson, 
" to find that the man is rising in the world." The 
expression was afterwards reported to Foote ; who» 
in return* gave out, that he would produce the 
CaUban qfUkrature on the stage. Being informed 
of this design, Johnson sent word to Foot^, " That 
the theatre being intended for the r^ormation of 
vice, he would step from the boxes on the stage, 
and correct him before the audience." Foote knew 
the intrepidity of his antagonist, and abandoned 
the design. No ill-will ensued. Johnson used to 
say, " That for broad-faced mirth. Foote had not 
. his equal." 

Dr Johnson's fame excited the curiosity of the 
King. His Majesty expressed a desire to see a 
man of whom extraordinary things were said. 
Accordingly, the librarian at Buckingham-honse 
invited Johnson to see that elegant collection oS 
books, at the same time giving a hint of what was 
intended. His Mf^esty entered the room } and, 
among other things, asked the author, **If he 
meant to give the world any more of his composi- 
tions ?" Johnson answered, " That he thought he 
had written enough." " And I should think so 
too," replied bis Majesty, " if you had not written 
BO well." 

Though Johnson thought he had written enough, 
his genius, even in spite of bodily slu^;ishness, 
could not lie still. In 1770 we find him entering 
the lists as a political writer. The dame of discord 
that blazed throughout the nation on the expulsion 
of Mr Wilkes, and the final determination of ths 
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House of Commons, that Mr Luttr^ was duly 
elected by S06 votes agaJDSt 1143, spread a general 
spirit of discontent. To allay the tumult, Dr John- 
son published The False Alarm. Mrs Rozzi in< 
forms us, " That this pamphlet was written at her 
house, between eight o'clock on Wednesday night 
and twelve on Thursday night." This celerity has 
appeared wonderful to many, and some have doubtn 
ed the truth. It may, however, be placed within the 
bounds of probability. Johnson has observed that 
there are difl^rent methods of composition. Vir^ 
gil was used to pour out a great number of verses 
in the morning, and pass the day in retrenching 
the- exuberances, and correcting inaccuracies ; and 
it was Pope's custom to write his first thoughts in 
his first words, and gradually to amplify, decorat^' 
rectify, and refine them. Others employ at once 
memory and invention, and, with little intermediate 
use of the pen, form and polish large masses fay 
continued meditation, and write their productions 
only, when, in their opinion, they have completed 
them. This last was Johnson's method. He 
never took his pen in hand till he had well weighed 
his subject, and grasped in his mind the sentiments,' 
the train of argument, and the arrangement of the 
whole. As he often thought aloud, he had, per- 
haps, talked it over to himself. This may account 
for that rapidity with which, in general, he des- 
patched his sheets to the press, without being at the 
trouble of a fair copy. Whatever may be the logic 
or eloquence of The False Alarm, the House of 
Commons have since erased the resolution from 
the Journals. But whether they have not left 
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materials for a future controversy, may be made a 
question. 

In 1771 he published another tract, on the sub- 
ject of Falkland Islands. The de«gn was to shew 
the impropriety of going to war with Spain for an 
island thrown aside from human use, stormy in 
winter, and barren In summer. For this work it is 
apparent that materials were furnished by direction 
of the minister. 

At the approach of the general election in 1774, 
he wrote a short discourse, called The Patriot, not 
with any visible application to Mr Wilkes ; but to 
teach the people to reject the leaders of opposition, 
who called themselves patriots. In 1776 he unda> 
took a pamphlet of more importance, namely, Taat- 
ation no Tyranny, in answer to the Resdutioiu and 
Address of the American Congress. The scope of 
the argument was, that distant colonies, which had 
in their assemblies a legislature of their own, were, 
notwithstanding, liable to be taxed in a British 
Parliament, where they had neither peers in one 
house, nor representatives in the other. He was 
of opinion, that this country was strong enough to 
enforce obedience. " When an Englishman," he 
says, " is told that the Americans shoot up like the 
hydra, he naturally considers how the hydra was 
destroyed." The event has shewn how much he 
and the minister of that day were mistaken. 

TTie Account of the Tour to the Western Islands 
of Scotland, which was undertaken in the autumn 
of 1773, in conlpany with Mr BoswelJ, was not 
published till some time in the year 177^* This 
book has been variously received ; by some extoll- 
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ed for rtie elegance of the narrative, and the depth 
of observation on life and manners ; by others, as 
much condemned, as a work <^ avowed hostility to 
the Scotch nation. The praise was, beyond aU 
question, iairiy deserved ; and the cpnsiire, on due 
examination, will appear haaty and ill-founded. 
"That Johnson entertained some prejudices against 
the Scotch, must not be dissembled. It is true, as 
Mr . Boswell says, " that he thought their Success in 
England exceeded tfieir proportion of real merit, and 
he could not but see in them that nationality which no 
liberal-minded Scotsman mU dettjf" The author of 
these memoirs well remembers, that Johnson one 
day asked him, " Have you observed the difference 
between your own country impudence and Scottish 
impudence ?** The answer being in the negative : 
** Then I will tell you," said Johnson. *• The im- 
pudence of an Irishman is the impudence of a fly, 
that buzzes about you, and you put it away, but it 
returns again, and flutters and teazes you. The 
impudence of a Scotsman is the impudence of a 
leech, that fixes and sucks your blood." Upon an- 
other occasion, this writer went with him into the 
shop of Davies the bookseller, in Russell-street, 
Covent-garden. I>avies came running to him 
almost out oS breath with joy : " The Scots gentle- 
man is come. Sir; his principal wish is to see you ; 
he is now in the back-parlour." " Well, well j I'll 
see the gentleman," said Johnson. He walked to- 
wards the room. _Mr Boswell was the person. 
This writer followed with no small curiosity. *' I 
find," said Mr Boswell, " that I am come to Lon- 
don at a bad time, when great popular prejudice 
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has gone forth against us North-Britons ; blit when 
' I am talking to you, I am talking to a large and 
liberal mind, and you know that I cannot he^ 
coming Jrom Scotland." " Sir," said Johnson, " no 
more can the rest of your countrymen." 
. He had other reasons that helped to alienate him 
from the natives of Scotland. Being a cordial 
well-wisher to the constitution in church and 8t^e« 
be did not think that Calvin and John Knox were 
pu>per founders of a national religion. He made, 
hfwever, a wide distinction between the dissenters 
of ocotland and the separatists of England. To 
Uie former he imputed no disaffection, no want of 
loyalty. Their soldiers and their officers had shed 
their blood with zeal and courage in the service of 
Great-Britain ; and the people, he used to say, were 
content with their own established modes of wor- 
ship, without wishing, in the present age, to give 
any disturbance to the Church of England. This 
be was at all times ready to admit ; and therefore 
declared, that whenever he found a Scotsman to 
whom an Englishman was as a Scotsman, that 
Scotsman should be as an Englishman to him. In 
this, surely, there was no rancour, no malevolence. 
The dissenters on this side the Tweed appeared 
to him in a different light. Their religion, he fre- 
quently said, was too worldly, too political, too 
restless and ambitious. The doctrine of cashiering 
king^ and erecting on the ruins of the constitution 
a new form of government, which lately issued 
from their pulpits, he always thought was, under 
a calm disguise, the principle that lay lurking in 
their hearts. He knew that a wild democracy had 
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overtlirned King, Lords, and CommoDs } and tbat 
<A set of republican fanatics, who would not bow 
at the naine of Jesus, had taken possession of aU 
the livings and all the parishes in the kingdom; 
That those scenes of horror might never be renew- 
ed,, was the ardent wish of Dr Johnson ; and though 
he apprehended no danger from Scotland, it is pro- 
bable that his dislike of Calvinism mingled soma- 
times with his reflections on the natives of that 
country. The association of ideas could not be 
easily broken j but it is well known that he loved 
and respected many gentlemen fi'om that part of 
tibe island. Dr Robertscm's History of Scotland^ 
and Dr Seattle's Essays, were subjects of his con- 
stant praise. Mr Boswel), Dr Ross of Chiswick, 
Andrew Millar, Mr Hamilton tiie printer, and the 
late Mr Strahan, were among his most intimate 
friends. Many others might be added to the list. 
He scorned to oiter Scotland as a spy ; though 
Hawkins, his bii^rapher, and the professing defen- 
der of his fame, allowed himself leave to represent 
him in that ignoble character. He went into 
Scotland to survey men and manners. Antiquities, 
fossils, and minerals, were not within his province'i 
He did not visit that country to settle the station 
of Roman camps, or the spot where Galgacus 
fought the la^ battle for public liberty. Hie peo* 
pie, their customs, and the progress of lit^^ture, 
were his objects. The civilities which he received 
in the course.of his tour have been repaid with grate- 
ful acknowledgment, and, generally, with great 
elegance of expression. His crime is, that ha 
found the country bare of trees, and he has stated 
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the £u± This, Mr BwwelU in bis Tour to th* 
Hebrides, has told us, was resented b3r his counUy- 
men with auger inflamed to rancour ; but he admits 
that there are few trees on the east side of Scotland, 
Mr Pennant, in his Tour, says, that in some parts 
of the eastern side of the country,, be saw several 
large plantations of pine planted by gentlemen 
near their seats ; and in this respect such a laud- 
able spirit prevails, that, m another half- century ^ it 
never shall be said, " To spy &ie Tia&edness (^ the 
iand are you cotae." Johnson could not wait for 
that half century, and therefore mentioned things 
as he found them. If in any thing he has been 
mistaken, he has made a fair apology in the last 
paragraph of his book, avowing with candour, 
'* Hiat be may have been surprised by modes of 
life, and appearances of nature, that are £imiliar to 
men-of wider survey, and mwe varied conversa<- 
tion. Novelty and ignorance must always be rec»- 
procal ; and be is conscious that his thou^ts on 
national manners are the thoughts of one, who has 
seen but little." 

The Poems qf Ossian made a part of Johnson's 
inquiry during his residence in Scotland and the 
Hebrides. On his return to £ngland, November 
177^1 ^ storm seemed to be gathering over his head ; 
but the cloud never burst, and the thunder never 
fell. Ossian, it is well known, was presented to 
the public as a translation from the Earse ; but 
that this was a fraud, Johnson declared without 
hesitation. " The Earse," he says, " was always 
oral only, and never a written language. The 
Welch and the Irish were more cultivated. In 
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Eai^e there was not id the world a single manu- 
script a hundred yean old. Martin, who in the 
last century published an Account of the Western 
Islands, mentions Irish, but never Earse, manu« 
scripts, to be found in the islands in his time. The 
bards could not read ; if they could, they might 
probably have written. But the bard was a bar- 
barian among barbarians, and, knowing nothing, 
himself, lived with others that knew no more. If 
diere is a manuscript from which the translatioor 
was made, in what age was it written, and where 
is it ? If it was collected from oral recitation, it 
could only be in detached parts and. scattered frag^ 
ments : the whole is too long to be remembered.** 
Who put it together in its present form ? For thes^ 
and such like reasons, Johnson calls the whdie an 
imposture. He adds, " The editor, or author^ 
never could shew the original, nor can it be shawa 
by any other. To revenge reasonable incredulity, 
by refusing evidence, is a degree of insolence with 
which the world is not yet acquainted } and stub- 
bom audacity is the last refuge of guilt." This 
reasoning carries with it great weight. It roused 
the resentment of Mr Macpherson. He sent a 
threatening letter to the author ; and Johnson an* 
swered him in the rough .phrase of stern defiance. 
The two heroes frowned at a distance, but never ' 
came to action. 

In the year 1777i the misfortunes of Dr Dodd 
excited his compassion. He wrote a speech for 
that unhappy man, when called up to receive judg- 
ment of death ; besides two petitions, one to the 
King, and another to the Queen ; and a sermon to 
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be preached by Bodd to the coDvicts in Newgate. 
It may appear trifling to add, that about the same 
time he wrote a prologue to the comedy of A Word 
to the Wise, written by Hugh Kelly. The pUy» 
some years before, had been damned by a party on 
the first night. It was revived for the benefit of 
the author's widow. Mrs Fiozzi relates, that when 
Johnson was rallied for these exertions, so cl(»e to 
one another, his answer was. When they cpme tome 
with a d^mg Parsortf and a dead Stay-maker, vthat 
can a man do ? We come now to the last of bis li- 
terary labours. At the request of the booksellers 
he undertook the Lives qf the Poete. The firat 
publication was in 1779, and the whole was com- 
pleted in 1781. In a memorandum of that year 
be says, some time in March he finished the Lives 
of the Poets, which he wrote in his usual way, di- 
latorily and hastily, unwilling to work, yet work- 
ing with vigour and haste. In another place, he 
hopes they are written in such a manner as may 
tend to the promotion of- piety. That the history 
of so many men, who, in tbeir difiTerent degrees, 
made themselves conspicuous in their time, was 
not written recently after their deaths, seema to be 
an omission that doB& no honour to the republic 
of letters. Their contemporaries in general look- 
ed on with calm iodifierence, and suffered wit and 
genius to vanish out of the world in total silence,, 
unregarded, and unlamented. Was there no friend 
to pay the tribute of a tear ? No just observer of 
life, to record the virtues of the deceased ? Was 
even envy silent ? It seemed to have been agreed, 
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diat if an author's works survived, the history of 
the man was to give no moral lesson to after^ages. 
If tradition told us that Ben Jonson went to the 
Devil Tavern ; that i^iakspeare stole deer, and 
held the stirrup at playhouse doors ; that Dryden 
frequented Button's Co£fee*house -, curiosity was 
lulled asleep, and Biography fo^ot the best part 
of her function, which is to instruct mankind by 
examples taken from the school of life. This task 
remained for Dr Johnson, when years had rolled 
away ; when the channels of information were, for 
die most part, choked up, and little remained be- 
sides doubtful anecdote, uncertain traditioD, and 
vague report. 

" Kune tttin infonnit [wemit et deaeru Vetiatai." 

The value of bi<^npfay has been better under- 
stood in other ages, and in other countries. Ta- 
citus informs us, that to record the lives and 
characters of illustrious men was the practice of 
the Roman authors, in the early periods of the re- 
public. In France the example has been followed. 
Fonteiielle, IVAlembert, and Monsieur Thomas, 
have lefl models in this kind of compositicm. They 
have embalmed the dead. But it is true, that they 
had incitements and advantages, even at a distant 
day, which could not, by any diligence, be obtain- 
ed by Dr Johnson. The wits of France had anir 
pie materials. They lived in a nation of critics, 
who had at heart the honour done to their coun- 
try by their poets, their heroes, and their philoso- 

VOL. I. F 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



82 AN EUAT ON THE LIPK AMD 

phen. They had, besides, an Academy of BeUa 
Lettres, where genius was cultivated, refined^ and 
encouraged. They had the tracts^ the essays^ and 
dissertations, which remain in the memoirs of tbd 
Acadcm/r And they bad the qfueches of the seve- 
ral members, delivered at their first admission to a 
seat in that leuned assembly. In those ^leeclies 
die new academician did ample justice to the me- 
mory of his predecessor ; and though his haangue. 
was decorated with the colmu« of eJoquence, and 
was, for that reason, called panegyric, yet being 
pronounced before qualified judges, who knew the 
talenU^ the conduct, and morals of the deceased, 
the speaker could not, with propriety, wander iotor 
the regions of. fiction. The truth was known, be* 
fore it was adorned. The Academy saw the mar- 
ble, before the artist polished it> But this country 
has hod no Academy of Literature. The public 
mind, for centuries, has been engrossed by party 
and faction } ^ the madness (^rmaof jar ^ ga^ 
ofafffBB; by civil wars, religious dissensions, b'stde 
and commerce, and the arts of accumulating wealth.^ 
Amidst such attentions, who can wonder that cold 
praise has been ofVen the only reward 6f merit ? in 
this country Doctor Nathaniel Hodges, who, .like 
the good b^sh(^ of Marseilles, dtr&s> pttrer brealk 
amidst the contagion of the plague in IxHidon, 
and, during the whole time, continued in the citf^ 
administering medical assistance, WM sirred, as 
Johnson used to relate with tetu^ in his eyes, to 
die for debt in a gaol. In this country, the naan 
who brought the New River to London was ruin- 
ed by that noble project^ and in this country 
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Otway died for want on Tower.Hill } .Budei', the 
great author of HUdibniS» whose name can only 
die with the Engli^ labgnage^ waa left to languish 
in ipovertyi the particulars of his life almost uti- 
known, and 8cart:e a vestige of him left exc^t his 
innnortal poetn^ Had there been ab Academy of 
Literature, the lives, at Idoiti of those celebrated 
persons would have bedn written fdr the benefit of 
posterity. Swift, it seems, had the idea of such in 
histitution. and proposed it to Lbrd Oxford ; but 
Wfa% and Tory were more important ot^ecta. It 
is netidless to dissemble,' that Dr Jobnsoot in the 
Life of Roscommon* talks of the hiutility of such 
a project. " In this country," he says, '* an Aca- 
demy could be expected to do but little. If an 
academician'^ place were profitable, it would be 
given by interest ; if attendance were g^iituitou^ 
it would be rarely paid, aiid- no man would endure 
Che least disgust Unanimity is impossible, and 
debate would separate the assembly." To this it 
may be sufficient to answer, that the Royal Society 
has not been dissolved by sullen disgust ; and the 
modem Academy at Somerset-house has already 
performed much, and promises more. Unanimity 
ia not neC»s8iuy to such an assembly. On the con- 
trary, by drfierende of opinion, and collision of sen>- 
timent, the cause of literature would thrive and 
flourish. The true principles of criticism, the se- 
cret of fine writing, the investigation of antiquities, 
and other interesting subjecU, might occasion a 
clash of opinions ; but in that contention truth 
would receive illustration, and the essays of the 
several members would supply the memoirs of the 
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Academy. But, says Dr Johnson, " suppose the 
philological decree made and promulgated, what 
would be its authority ? In absolute goverament 
there is sometimes a general reverence paid to all 
that has the sanction of power, the countenance c^ 
greatness. How little this a the state of our coun- 
try, needs not to be told. The edicts of an En^i^ 
Academy would probably be read by many, only 
that they may be sure to disobey them. . The -pre- 
sent manners of the nation-would deride authority, 
and-therefore nothing is left,'but that every writer 
should criticise himself." This surely is not con- 
clusive. It is by* the standard of the best .writers 
-that every man settles for himself his plan. of le^- 
timate composition ; and since the authority of 
superior genius is acknowledged, that authority, 
.which the individual obtains, would not be lessen- 
ed by an association with others of distinguished 
ability. It may, therefore, be inferred, that an 
Academy of Literature would be an establishment 
highly useful, and an honour to literature. In 
such an institution profitable places would not be 
wanted. Vatis aoarus haud^acik est animm ; and 
the minister, who shall find leisure from party and 
faction to carry such a scheme into execution, will, 
in all probability, be respected by posterity as.the 
Maecenas of letters. 

We now take leave of Dr Johnson as an author. 
Four volumes of his Lives of the Poets were pub- 
lished in 1778, and the work was completed in 178I. 
Should biography fall again into disuse^ there will 
not always be a Johnson to look back through a 
century, and give a body of critical and moral in- 
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struction. Id April I78I he lost his friend Mr 
Thrale. Hit own words, in his diary, will best tell 
that melancholy event " On Wednesday the 11th 
of April was buried my dear friend Mr Thrale, 
who died on Wednesday the 4th, and with him 
were buried many of my hopes and pleasures. 
About five, I think, on Wednesday morning he ex- 
pired. I felt almost the last flutter of his pulse, 
and looked for the last time upon the face, that, for- 
fifteen years before, had never been turned upon 
m^ but with respect and benignity. Farewell : 
may God, that delighteth in mercy, have had mercy 
on thee ! I had constantly prayed for him before his 
death. The decease of him, from whose friendship 
I had obtained many opportunities of amusement, 
and to whom I turned my thoughts as to a refuge 
from misfortunes, has lefl me heavy. But my busi- 
ness is with myself/' From the close of his last 
work, the malady, that persecuted him through life, 
came upon him with alarming severity, and his coa<' 
stitution declined apace. In I78S his old friend 
Levet expired without warning, and without a groan. 
Events like these reminded Johnson of his own 
mortality. He continued his visits to Mrs Thrale 
at Streatham, to the 7th day of October I78S, when, 
having first composed a prayer for the happiness 
of a family, with whom he had for many years en-- 
joyed the pleasures and comforts of life, he remov- 
ed to his own house in town. He says he was up 
early in the morning, and read fortuitously in tlie 
Gospel, Xvhich "was his parting use t{f the library. 
The merit of the family is manifested by the sense 
he had of it, and we see his heart overflowing with 

D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



86 AH E8SAT OH 7HB UHE AMD 

gratitude. He leaves the place with TegrtAf and 
casb a Ungeriag look behind* 

The fbw remaining occurrences may be aoon des* 
patched. Id the month tf June 1763, Jot^nson 
had a paralytic stroke, vbich afiected bis ^eech 
only. H$ wrote to Br Taylor of Westnunster) 
and to his IHend Mr AUen, ihe printer, who lived 
^ the next door. Dr Brocklesby a^ved in a short 
time* and by bis care, and that of Dr Heber< 
den, Johnson soon recovered. During his illness 
the writer of this narrative visited him, and found 
him reading Dr Watson's Chemistry. Articulat* 
ing with difficulty, he said, ** From this boob, he 
who knows nothing may learn a great deal i and 
be who knows, will be pleased to find his know- 
ledge recalled to hts mind in a manner highly pleas- 
ing.'* In the month of August he set out for . 
Ucbfield, on a visit to Mrs Lucy Porter, the daugh- 
ter of his wife by her first faqsband i and in his way 
back, paid his respects to Dr Adams at Oxford. 
Mrs Williams died at hit house in Bolt-court in the 
month of September, during bis absence. This was 
another shock to a mind like his, ever agitated by 
the thoughts of futurity. The contemplation of 
his own approaching end was constantly before his 
eyes ; and the prospect of death, be declared, was 
terrible. For many years, when he was not dispoa* 
ed to enter into the conversation going forward, 
whoever sat near his chair might hear him repeat- 
ing from Shakspeare, 

Ay, but tQ die and go ve ^qow not vhere ; 
To lis in cold obttnicti«n and to rot ; 
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nu«»*il)le <nmi motion 10 become 
A ffffl'i'^ clod, and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods 

And from Milton^ 

Who would loM. 

F«r fetr of psin, tliis intellectaal being? 

. By the death of Mrs Williams he was left in a 
state- of dcHtitutioD, with nobody but Frank, his 
black aervaat, to soioth his anxious moments. In 
Novcoi^ber 1783, he was swelled from head to foot 
with a drop^. Dr Bradtlesby, with lliat benevo- 
ledoe with . vidch he always assists his friends* 
paid his nsits with assiduity. The medicines pre- 
scr^Kd were ao e£Scacious, that in a few days, 
Johnson, while he was offering up his prayers, 
was suddenly obliged to rise, and, in the course of 
the day, discba};ged twenty pints of water. 

Jo^maon being eased of his dropsy, began to en- 
tertain lu^a that the vigour of his constitution 
was not entirely broken. For the sake of convers- 
ing with his friends, he established a conversation 
chib, to meet on every Wednesday evening j and, 
to serve a man \diom he had known in Mr Thrale's 
household for many years, the place was fixed at 
his house in Easex-^reet near the Temple. To 
answer the malignant remarks of Sir John Hawkins 
on this subject, were a wretched waste of time. 
Professing to be Johnson's friend, that biographer 
has ratied more objections to his character, than 
all the enemies of that excdlent man. Sir John 
had a root of bitterness that puf rancours in the ves- 
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sel (^ his peace. Fielding, he ssys, was the inven- 
tor of a cant phrase, Goodness qfkeartf •wktcH means 
little more than the virtue qf a horse or a dog. He 
should have known that kind affections are the es* 
sence of virtue; they are the will of God implant- 
ed in our nature, to aid and strengthen moral obli- 
gation ; they incite to action i a sense of benevo- 
lence is no less necessary than a sense of duty. 
Good afiTections are an ornament, not only to an 
author^ but to his writings. He who shews hiaiself 
upon a cold scent for opportunities to bark and 
snarl throughout a volume of six hundred pages, 
may, if he will, pretend to moralize ; but goodness 
of heart, or, to use that politer phrase, the vh'tue 
qfa horse or a dog, would redound more to his 
honour. But Sir John is no more : our business is 
with Johnson. Th& members of his Club were 
req>ectable for their rank, their talents, and their 
literature. They attended with punctuality till 
about Midsummer 1784, when, with some appear- 
ance of health, Johnson went into Derbyshire, and 
thence to Lichfield. While he was in Uiat part of 
the world, his friends in town w»« labourite for 
his benefit. The air of a more southern climate 
they thought might prolong a valuable life. But 
a pension of L.dOO a-year was a slender fund fiv a 
travelling valetudinarian, and it was not then known 
that he had saved a moderate sum of money. Mr 
Boswell and Sir Joshua Reynolds undertook to so- 
licit the patronage of the Chancellor. With Lord 
Thurlow, while he was at the bar, Johnson - was 
well acquainted. He was often heard to say, 
" Thurlow is a man of such vigour of mind, that 
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I never ktiew I waa to meet him but>— I was going 
to say, I was afraid, but that vould ndt be tru^ 
for I never was afraid of any man; but I never 
knew that I was to meet Thurlow, but I knew I 
had som^hing to encounter." The CbanceUor 
undertook to recommend Johnson's case, but with- 
out success. To protract, if possible, the days of 
a man whom be respected, he offered to advance 
the sum of five hundred pounds. B^ng informed 
of this at IJchfield, Jotuison wrote the following 
letter. 

*' Mt LobD, 

** After a long and not inattentive observation of 
mankind, the generosity of your Lordship's ofifer 
raises in me not less wonder than gratitude. Boun- 
ty, so liberally bestowed, I should gladly receive if 
my condition made it necesaaiy ; for to such a 
mind who would not be proud to own his obliga- 
tions ? But it has pleased God to restore me to so 
great a measure of health, that, if I should now 
appropriate so much of a fortune destined to do 
good, I could not escape from myself the charge 
of advancing a false claim. My jOumey to the 
continent, though I once thought it necessary, was 
never much encouraged by my physicians ; and 
I was very desirous that your Lordship should be 
told it by Sir Joshua Reynolds as an event very 
uncertain} for, if I grew much better, I should 
not be willing; if much worse, I should not be 
able to migrate. Your Lordship was first solicited 
without my knowledge ; but when I was told that 
you were pleased to honour me with your patro- 
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n*get I did not expect to hear of a rdiUsal } yet, 
u I have had no loDg time to brood hopes, aacE 
have not rioted in imaginary (^ulence, Uiis cold 
reception hai been scarce a diiappointment ) and 
ftom your Lordship's kindness J have received a 
benefit which only men like you are Me to bestow. 
I ^all now live nUhi cariort with a higher opinion 
of my own merit. 

I am, my Lord, 

Your Lordship's most obl^ed, 
most grateful, 
and most humble servant, 

SAMDE2' JlfflNSON." 
" September, ITS*." 

We have in this instance the exertkn of two 
congenial minds; on^ with a generoos' impulse, 
relieving merit in distress ; and the other, by gra^ 
titude and dignity of sentiment, rising to an equal . 
elevation. 

It seems, however, that ^eatness xiS mind is not 
confined to greatness of rank. Dr Brockiesby was 
apt content to assist with his medical art ; he re* 
solved to vurUster to his patient's mindt and plitck 
Jrom hia memorif the sorrcm which the late refusal 
from a high quarter might occasion. To enaUe 
him to visit the south of France in pursuit of 
health, he offiired from his own funds an. annuity 
of one hundred pounds, jKiyable quarterly. This 
was a sweet obUviom antidote, but it was not ac- 
c^ted, for the reasons assigned to the Chamjdior. 
Tlie proposal, however, will do honour to Jk 
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Broddo^y, as Img as liberal sentiment shall be 
ranked among the social virtues. 

In the m(»ith of October 1784s we Jind Dr John- 
son corresponding with Mr Nichols, the int^igent 
dftnpiler of the Gentleman's Maganne, and> in the 
languor erf" sickness, still desirous to contribute all 
in his powpr to the advancement of science and 
useful knowledge. He tsys, in a letter to that 
gentleman, dated Lfchfield, October 90. that he 
should be glad to give so skilfiil a lover of anti- 
^ties any information. He adds ** At Ashbume, 
where I had very little company, I had the luck to 
borrow Mr Bowyer's lifb, a book so full of con< 
temporary history, that a literary man must find 
some of his. old friends. I thought that I could 
now and then have told you some hints worth your 
notice: We perhaps may talk a life over. I hope 
we shall be much together. You must now be 
^ to me what you were before, and what dear Mr 
^en was besides. He was taken unexpectedly 
away ; but I think be was a very good man* I 
have made very little progress in recovery. I am 
vei7 weak, and very sleepless ; bnt I live on and 
hope." 

In that languid condition, he arrived, on the 
l6th o£ November, at his house in Bolt-court, there 
to end his days. He laboured with the dn^sy and 
an asthma. He was attended by Dr Heberden, 
Dr Warren, Dr Brocklesby, Dr Butter, and Mr 
Cruikshank, the eminent surgeon. Eternity pre* 
s^ted to his mind an awful prospect, and, with as 
much virtue as perhaps ever is the lot of man, he 
shuddered at the thought of his dissolution. His 
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fiiends awakened me comtortable reflection of a 
well-spent life; and, as his end drew near, tliey: 
had the satisfaction of seeing him composed, and 
even cheerful, insomuch that he was able, in the- 
course of his rratless nights, to make translatioils • 
of Greek epigrams from the Anthologia } and to 
compose a Latin epitaph for his father, his mo- 
ther, and his brother Nathaniel. He meditated,' 
at the same time, a Latin inscription to the memory 
of Garrick ; but his vigour was exhausted. 

His love of literature was a passion that stuck 
to his last sand. Seven days before his death he 
wrote the following letter to his friend Mr Nichols. 

"Sib, 

** The late learned Mr Swinton of Oxford hav- 
ing one day remark^ that one man, meaning, I 
suppose, no man but himself, could assign all the 
parts of the Ancient Universal History to their 
proper authors, at the request of Sir Robert Cham- 
bers, or myself, gave the account which I now 
transmit to you in his own hand, being willing that 
of so great a work the history should he known, 
and that each writer should receive his due pro- ■■ 
portipn of praise from posterity. 

•' I recommend to you to preserve this scrap of 
literary intelligence in Mr Swinton's own hand, or 
to deposit it in the Museum,* that the veracity of 
this account may never be doubted. I am. Sir, 
Your most humble servant, 

Sam. Johnson." 
« Dec. 6. 1784." 

* It is there deposited. J. K. 
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Mr Swinton. 
The. History of the Carthaginians. 



- Numidiana. 

- Mauritantang. 

• Gstulians. 

- Garamantes. 

• Melano Geetulians. 
-Nigritffi. 

- Cyrenaica. 

- Marmarica. 

- Regio Syrtica. 

- Turks, Tartars, and Moguls. 

- Indians. 



"— I I Chinese. 

Dissert^ion on the peopling of . 

America. 

The History of the Dissertation on the Indepen- 
dency of the Arabs. 

The Cosmogony, and a small part of the history 
immediately following. By Mr Sale. 

To the Birth of Abraham. Chieily by Mr Shel- 
vock. 

History of the Jews, Gauls, and Spaniards. By 
Mr Fsalmanazar. 

Xenopbon's Retreat By the same. 

History of the Persans, and the Constantinopolitan 
Empire. By Dr Campbell. 

History pf the Romans. By Mr Bover.* 

* Before this authentic connnunicMJon, Mr l^diob had gi. 
ven, in the volume of the Magazine for 1781) p.3?0. thefolloir- 
ing account of the UniTersal Hjitory. The proposals were pub- 
litihed Octobers. 1739 ; and the authors of the firtt aeveo volumes 
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out, ** Deeper, deeper ! I want length of lifet and 
you' are afraid of giving me pain, vbich I do not 
^^lue." 

On the 8th of December, the Reverend Mr 
Strahan drew his will, by which, after a few lega- 
cies^ the residue, amounting to about fifteen hun- 
dred pounds, was bequeathed to Frank, the hhck 
servant, formerly consigned to the testator by his 
friend Dr Batburat. 

The history of a death-bed is painful. Mr Stra- 
han informs us, that the strength of religion pre- 
vailed against the infirmity of nature'} and his fore- 
boding dread of the Divine Justice subsided into a 
pious trust and humble hope of mercy at the Thnwe 
of Grace. On Monday the 18th day of December 
(the last of his existence on this side the grave), 
the desire of life returned with all its former vehe- 
mence. He still imagined, that, by puncturing his 
legs, relief might be obtained. At eight in the 
morning he tried the experiment, but no water fol- 
lowed. In an hour or two after, he fell into a doze, 
and about seven in the evening expired without a 
groan. 

On the 30th of the month his remains, with due 
sc^emnities, and a numerous attendance of his 
friends, were buried in Westminster Abbey, near 
the foot of Shakspeare's monument, and dose to 
the grave of the late Mr Garrick. The funeral 
service was read by his friend Dr Taylor. 

A black marble over his grave has the foUowing 
inscription :— 
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Samuel Johnsok, IX. D. 

bbiit xm die Decetnbris, 

Anno Domini 

MDCCI.XXXIV. 

jEtatis suffi Lxxv. 

If ve now look back, as from an eminence, to 
view the scenes of life, and the literary labours in 
which Dr Johnson wai engaged, we may be able 
to delineate the features of the man, and to form 
an estimate of his genius. 

As a man, Dr Johnson stands displayed in open 
day-light. Nothing remains undiscovered. What- 
ever he said is known; and without allowing him 
die usual privilege of hazarding sentiments, and 
advancing positions, for mere amusement, or the 
pleasure of discus«on. Criticism has endeavoured 
to make him answerable for what, perhaps, he never 
seriously thought. His diary, which has been 
printed, discovers still more. ' We have before ub 
the very heart of the man, with all his inward coik 
sciousDess. And yet neither m the open paths of 
life, nor in his secret recesses, has any one vice been 
diecovered. We see hint reviewing every year of 
hh life, and severely censuring himself, for not 
ke^ng resolutions which morbid melancholy, and 
other bodily infirmities, rendered impracticable. 
We see him for every little defect impo^ng on 
hifitself V(dti{itary penance, going through the day 
with only one cup of tea without milk, and to th« 
last, amidst paroxysms and remissions of illness, 
forming plans of study and resolutions to amend 
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bis life.* Many of his scruples may be called 
weaknesses ; but they are the weaknesses of a good, 
a pious, and most excellent man. 

His person, it is well known, was large and uO' 
wieldy. His nerves were afiected by that disorder, 
for which, at two years of age, he was presented to 
the royal touch. His head shook, and tnv<duQtaiy 
saotions made it uncertain that his legs and uni» 
woidd, even at a tea-table, remain in their pro{>er 
place. A person of Lord Chesterfield's delicacT* 
might in his company be in a fever. He would 
sometimes of his own accord do things inconsistent 
with the established modes of behaviour. Sitting 
at table with the celebrated Mrs Cholmondeley, 
who ex«ted hersdf to circulate the subscription for 
Sbakspeare, he took hold of h^ hand in the mid- 
dle of dinner, and held it close to his- eye, wonder- 
ii^ at the delicacy and the whiteness, till with a 
smile ^e asked, ffiU ke give it to me again when 
he has done with it? The exteriorft of politeness 
did not -belong to Johnson. Even that civili^ 
which proceeds, or ought to proceed, from the 
mind, was sometimes violated. His morUd me- 
lancholy bad an efiect on his temper ; his passions 
were irritable ^ and the pride of science^ as well as 
of a fierce indepeodeDt spirit infiatned him on some 
occasions above all bounds of moderation. Though 
not in the shade of academic bowers, he led a scho- 
lastic life i and the habit of pronouncing decisions 
to his friends ^d visitors gave him a dictatorial 
manner, which was nmch en&rced by a voice na* 

* On the subject of Toluntar^ penancs, lee the Rambler^ 
Mo. 110,. 
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tundly loud) and often uver-stretched. Metaphysi- 
cal discussion, moral theoiyi systems of rdigion, and 
anecdotes of literature^ were his favourite topics. 
General history had little of his regard. Biography- 
was his ddighti The proper stuAf qf mankind is 
man. Sooner than hear of the Punic war, lie would 
he Tude to the person that introduced the subject. 
Johnson was b<H7i a logician ; one of those, to 
whom only books of logic are said to be of use. 
In consequence of his skill in that art, he loved 
airgumentation. No man thought more profound- 
]y> nor with such acute discernment. A fallacy 
could not stand before him ; it was sure to be re- 
futed by strength of reasoning, and a precision 
both in idea and expression almost unequalled. 
When he chose by apt illustration to place the ar- 
gument of his adversary in a ludicrous light, one 
was almost inclined to think ridicule ihe test qf 
trviTu He was surprised to be told, but it is cer- 
tainly true, that, with great powers of mind, wit 
and humour were his shining talents. Iliat he 
often argued for the sake of a triumph over his ad- 
versary, cannot be dissembled. Br Rose, of Chis- 
wick, has been heard to tell of a friend of his, vho 
thanked him for introducing him to Dr Johnson, 
as he had been convinced, in the course of a long 
dispute, that an opinion, which he had embraced 
as a settled truth, was no better than a vulgar error. 
This being reported to Johnson, " Nay," said he, 
** do not let him be thankful, for he was right, and 
I was wrong." Like his uncle Andrew, in the ring 
at Smithfieldi Johnson, in a circle of disputants^ 
«ns determined neither to be tkro'wn nor eonqveredt 
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Notwith^ndlng all bis pietf, adf-goveramenV- M 
the commuid of hia pasiions in conversation, does- 
not seem to have been among his attainments^ 
Whenever he thought the contention was for the 
superiority, he has been known, to^ break out witik 
violence, and even ferocity. When the fray vai- 
over^ he generally softened into repentance, andy 
by conciliattng measures, took eare that no aaimo- 
sity should be left rankling in the bicast of hia aiu 
tagonist. Of tills- de&ol^ he seems to have beea« 
coaadou&. In a letter to Mrs Tbral^ he says, 
*' FOor Baretti !. do not parrel with him ; ta ne> 
gleet hink a Httte wffi be sufficient. He means 
only to be frank and manly, and independent, and,, 
perhaps as you say, a UMle wise. To be frank, he 
thinke, is to-be^cyncal ; and to be independent, is> 
to be rude.' Ibi^ve him^deareat lady, the rather, 
because o^ hia miabehaviour I am afraid h»leamed< 
pitrt of me. I h<^e tt^ set him hereafter a better 
example.-' For his own intolerant anioverbear-- 
Vig^ spirit he apologized! by observing,^ that it had 
dooe^one good; obscenity and impiety were ze> 
pressed in biv company.. 

It was I&te in life befoce' B« hatl the habit oT 
mixing, otherwise than occi^aially,. with polite' 
eoB^uy. At Mr Thrale's he saw a constant sue- 
Ceseion of well-aceompHshed visitors. In that so* 
ciety he began to wear off the-nigged points of his- 
QVD character. - He saw the advantages of mutual 
Oivtlity, and endeavourad to profit by the models- 
Mbre him^ He aimed at whafe has been called hy^ 
Swifl: the bsser viorals, and by Cicero tamores vir^ 
tuia^ His cadeavour, though liew and lat^ ^fof: 

D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



'GSmUl Of SS JOHMIOH* 101 

fSeaiBreio all his acquaintance. Men vere glad 
*4o see that he was willing to be communicative on 
.equal terms and reciprocal complacence. The time 
was then expected wlien he was to cease being 
wbat Geoi|^ Crarrick, brother to the celebrated 
iBCtor^ called him the first time he heu-d him cOn* 
verse, " A trjsmendous O&mfimioni" He certainly 
wished to be polite, and even thought himself so ; 
but his civility still retained sooietliing uncouth 
and harsh. .His manners took a milder tone, but 
the endeavour was too palpably seen, ile labour- 
ed even in trifles. He was a giant gaining a ptir- 
tchase to lift a feather. 

It is .observed by the younger FKny, that in the 
confines of virtue and great qualities there are ge- 
nerally vices of an opposite natuFe. In Dr John- 
«on not one ingredient xran take the name of vice. 
From his attainments in Htcuxture grew the pride 
of knowledge } and fivm his powers of reasoning, 
the love of disputation and the vain-glory oi supe- 
rior vigour. Ifis piety, in tome instances, border- 
ed on superstition. He was willing to believe in 
prelernatural agency, and thought it not more 
strange ithat there shoidd be evil spirits than evil 
men. £ven the question about second qight held 
liim in suspense. " Secosid sight," Mr Pennant 
tells us, '^ is a power of seeing images impressed on 
^e organs of sight by the power of fancy, or on 
the fancy by the | disordered sjurits operatmg on 
the mind. It is the faculty of seeing spectres or 
vinous, which represent an event actually passing 
at a distance at likely to happen at a future day. 
In ]771y. a gentleman, the last who was soppoaed 
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to be possessed of thb faculty, had a boat ac ses. 
ID a tempestuous night, and, being anxious for his 
ireight, suddenly started up, and said his men 
irould be drowned, for he had seen them pass be- 
fore him with wet garments and dropping locks. 
The event corresponded with his disordered fancy. 
And thus/f continues Mr Pennant, " a distem- 
pered imagination, clouded with anxiety, may make 
an impression on the spirits ; as persons, restless 
and troubled with indignation, see various forms 
and figures while they lie awake in bed/* This is 
what Dr Johnson was not willing to reject He 
wished for some positive proof of communications 
with anodier world. His benevolence embraced 
-the whole race of man, and yet was tinctured with 
particular prejudices. He was pleased with the 
minister in the Isle of Sky, and loved him so much 
that he began to wish him not a Presbyterian. To 
that body of Dissenters his zeal for the Establi^ed 
-Cfaurcb made him in' some degree an adversary j 
and his attachment to a mixed and limited Mo- 
nareby, led him to declare open war against what 
he called a sullen Republican. He would rathep 
praise a man of Oxford than of Cambridge. He 
disliked a Whig, and loved a Tory. These were 
the shades of bis character, which it has been the 
business of certain p^y-writers to represent in the 
darkest' colbucs. 

Since virtue, or nu>ral goodness, consists in a 
just conformity of our actions' to the relations in 
which we stand to the Supreme Being and to our 
fellow-creatures, where shall we find a man who 
has been, or endeavoured tq be, more dilig^t itt 
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tfie dia^barge of those esGential duties ? Ui§ first 
prayer was composed in 1738 ; he continued those 
fervent ejaculations of piety to the end of his life* 
In his meditations we see him scrutinizing him- 
self with severity* and aiming at perfection unat-' 
tainable by man. His duty to his n^ghbour con- 
sisted in universal benevcdence, and a constanb 
aim at the production of happiness. Who was 
more sincere and steady in his friendships ? It ha* 
been said that there was no real Section between 
him and Garridc. On the part of the latter, there 
might be some corrosions of jealousy. The cba-' 
racter of Frospero, in the Rambler, No. SOO. wa^ 
beyond all question, occasioned by Garrick's osten- 
tatious display of furniture and Bresden china. 
It was surdy fur to take from this incident a hint 
for a moral essay ; and, though no more was in- 
tended, Garrick, we are told, remembered it with: 
uneasiness. He was also hurt that his Lichfield 
friend did not think so highly of his dramatic art 
as the rest of the world. The fact was, Johnson 
could not see the passioas as they rose and chased 
one another in the varied featores of that expre»< 
sive face; and by his own manner of reciting 
verses, which was wonderfully impressive, he plain- 
ly shewed that he thought there was too much of 
artificial tone and measured cadence in the dedti*' 
mation of the theatre. Ilie present writer well re- 
members being in conversation with Dr Johnson 
near the side of the scenes during the tragedy aC 
King Lear : when Garrick came off the stage fae^ 
said, " You two talk so loud you destroy all my 
feelings." *^ Prithee," replied Johnson, •' do not! 
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talk of feelings } Punch has no feelings.*' Tlua 
seems to have been bis settled opinion ; admirable 
as Garrick's imitation of nature always was, Johnson 
thought it no better than mere mimicry. Yet it is 
certain that he esteemed and loved Garrick; that 
he dwelt with pleasure on his praise } and used to 
declare, that be deserved bis great success, because, 
eo all applications for charity he gave more than 
was asked* After Garrick's death he never talk«<J 
of him without a tear in his eyes* He ofieredi if 
Mrs Garrick would desire it of him, to be the edi* 
tor pf his works and tho historian of his life. It 
has been mentioned, that on his death-bed he 
thought of writing a Latin ioscnption to the me* 
mory of bis friend. Numbers are still living who 
know these facts, and still remember with gratitude 
the friendship which he shewed to them with un« 
altered affection for a number of years. His bu-. 
manity and generosity, in proportion to hia slender 
income* were unbounded. It haa been truly said* 
that the lame, the blind* and the sorrowful* found 
in bis house a sure retrrat, A strict adherence to 
truth be considered as a sacred obligation, inso- 
much that, in relating the most minute anecdote, 
he would not atlow himself the smallest addition 
to embellish bis story, The late Mr Tyers, who 
knew Dr Johnson intimately, observed, *' that he 
always talked as if be was talking upon oath." 
After a long acquaintance with this excellent man, 
and an attentive retrospect to bis whole conduct, 
such is the light in which he appears to the writer 
o£ this essay. The following lines of Horace may 
bo deemed his picture in miniature ;«-» 
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lracun&>r est pauIo, idnuf ^tui aeuti* 

Karibus horum horainuro, rideri pouit, eo quo4 

Riuticius toiua to^ defluit, et male liuciu 

Xn pede calceus hserct ; at est bontMi nt melior vir 

Nob aliiM ^uiaquam ; «t tibi BiniciiB, at ingenii^ iogeiM, 

InculU latct hoc sid» CQrpivre.* 

.It remains to give a review of Johqson's vrovkn 
laod thu, it ia imagtaed, will not be uawelcome to 

tim reader, 

X'iKB Milton and Addism* he seems to hava 
been fond of his Latin poetiy. Those coiqpositioni 
shew that he was an early scholar ; but his vertei 
have not the graceful ease that gave 90 much 
suavity to the poems of Addison. The translation 
of the Messiah labours under two disadvantages { 
it is tint compared with Pope's inimitable perfor- 
mance, and afterwards with the FoIUo of VirgiL 
It may appear trifiiog to remark, that be has made 
the letter o, iu the word Firga, long and short in 
the tame line; Vjroo, Viago pasit. But the 
translation has great merit, and some admirable 
lines. In the Odes there ia a sweet fle^Eibility, parr 
ticularly, To his worthy friend Dr Laurence ; oil 
himself at the theatre, March 8. I771 ; the Ode in 

* Your friend is paasiooate, perhapa unfit 
For the brisk petulance of modem wit. 
His bair ill-cut, his robe that awkward flows, 
Or his lai^e shoes, to raillery 'expose 
The man you love ; jet is he not posseaa'd 
Of virtues, with which very few are blest ? 
While -underneath this rude uncouth disguise 
A genius of extensive knowledge lies. 

Francia's Hot. Book i. Sat. S. 
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the Isle of Sky; and ^at to Mrs Thrde frim the 
same place. 

His Eoglish poetrjr is such as leaves room to 
think, if he had devoted himself to the Muses, 
that be would have been the rival of Pope. His 
first production in this kind was Londorif a poem 
in imitatioa c^ the third saUre of JuvenaL The 
vices of the metropolis are placed in the room of 
ancient manners. The author ha(i heated his mind 
with the ardour of Juvenal, and, having the skill to 
polish his numbers, he became a sharp accuser of 
the times. 7%£ ^anitj/ qf Human JVisbes is an 
imitation of the tenth satire oi the same author. 
Though it is translated by Diyden, Johnson's imi- 
tation approaches nearest to the spirit of the origi- 
nal. Tlie subject is taken from Uie Akibiades of 
Kato, and has an intennixture c^ the sentiments of 
Socrates concerning the object of prayers offered up 
to tiie Deity. The genend proposition is, that good 
and evil are so little understood by mankind, that 
Uieir wishes when granted are always destructive. 
This is exemplified in a variety of instances, such 
as riches, state-preferment, eloquence, militaiy 
glory, long life, and the advantages of form and 
beauty. Juvenal's conclusion is worthy of a Chris- 
tian poet, and such a pen as Johnson's. " Let 
us," he says, " Jeave It to the Gods to judge what 
is fittest for us. Man is dearer to his Creator than 
to himself. If we must pray for special favour, 
let it be for a sound mind in a sound body. Let 
us pray for fortitude, that we may think the la- 
bours of Hercules and all his sufierings pre^Eerable 
to a life of luxury and the soft repose of Sardana. 
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paliu. This is a blessing within the reach of 
every man j this we can give ourselves. It is vir- 
tue, and viFtue only, that can make us happy." 
In the translation the zeal of Uie. Christian con- 
spired with the wannth and energy of the poet ; 
bat Juvenal is not eclipsed. For the various cha- 
racters in the original the reader is pleased, in the 
English poem, to meet with Cardinal Wolsey, 
Buckingham stabbed by Felton, Lord Strafford, 
Clarendon, Charles XII. of Sweden ; and for Tully 
and Demosthenes, Lydiat, Galileo, and Archbishop 
Laud. It is owing to Johnson's delight in biogra- 
phy that the name of Lydiat is called forth from 
obscurity. It may, therefore, not be useless to 
teli, that Lydiat was a learned divine and mathe- 
matician in the beginning of the last century. He 
attacked the doctrine of Aristotle and iScaliger, 
and wrote a number of sermons, on the harmony of 
the Evangelists. With all hit merit, he lay in the 
prison of Bocardo at Oxford, till Bishop Usher, 
Laud, and others, paid his debts. He petitioned 
Charles I. to be sent to Ethiopia to procure manu- 
scripts. Having spoken in favour of monarchy 
and bishops, he was plundeFed by the Puritans, 
and twice carried away a prisoner from his rectory. 
He died veiy poor in 1646. 

The tragedy of Irene is founded on a passage 
in Knolles's History of the Turks ; an author 
highly commended in the Rambler, NO. 1S2. An 
incident in the life of Mahomet the Great, first 
emperor of the Turks, is the binge on which the 
fable is made to move. The substance of the story 
18 shortly this: In 1453 Mahomet laid siege to 
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ConstanUaoplei and* banng reduced the place* ho- 
came enamoured of a fair Greek, whoae name wat 
Jiene. Tbe sultan invited her to emlvaGe the law 
ii^the IPit^et, and to grace his throne. Enraged 
»t this intended niarrjage> the Janizaries formed a 
jconspinicy to detlvene tbe emperor. Xo avert the 
impending danger, Mahomet, in a full assembly 
of the gnindees, " Catphing -witb one hand," as 
JKnoIles rdatet it^ <" the fair Greek hy the hsur of 
ber head,: and drawing his falchion with the other, 
bci at one blow, struck off her head, to the great 
terror of them all i and, having to done, sEud unto 
them. Now, by this, judge whether your empenw 
ia able to bridle his affections or not." The story 
is mmple, and it rjemained for the author to ampl^ 
it with proper episodes, and give it complication 
and variety. I^e catastrophe is chcuiged, and 
horror gives place to terror and piety. But, after 
all, the fHble is cold sad languid. There is not, 
throughout the piece, a sin^e situation to excite 
curiosity, mi raise a conBitCt of passions. The 
diction is njtrvous, rich, and elegant; but splendid 
language, and melodious numbers, will make a fine 
poem, not a tragedy. The sentiments are beauti- 
ful} always happily expressed, but seldom appro- 
l^ted to the character, and gener,ally too philoso- 
phic. What Johnson has said of the tr^edy of 
Cato may be applied to Irene ; " It is rather a 
poem in dialogue than a drama ; rather a succesp 
sion of just sentiments in elegant language, than 
a representation of natural afiections. Nothing 
excites or assuages emotion. The events are 
expected without sdicJtude, and are remembered 
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without joy or sorrow. Of the agents we have no 
care ; we consider not vhat they are doing, nor 
fthat they are suffering j we wish only to know 
what they have to say. It is unafiecting elegance* 
and chiU philosophy.**" The following ^eecfa, In 
the mouth of a Tnrk, who is supposed to have 
heard of the British constitution, has been often 
selected from the nufliberkss beatrties with which 
Irene abounds : 

•< If tbere be any kMd, u Gum rtperta, 

Vntete cDmuoii lam restraia' As prince and mibjcct j. 

A b^py land, where circulating power 
. Flows trough each member of tb* embodied state ; 

Sure, not unconscious of the migbty bleuing. 

Her grateful sour thine bright with ei'rj virtue, 

Untainted with Ae Lust or Ihiiovatiok ; 

Sure all unite to bold her league of rule 

Unbroken, as the sacred chain of Nature, 

That links tbe jarring elements in peace." 

These are British sentiments. Above forty years 
9go they found an echo in the breast of applaud- 
ing audiences, and, to this hour, they are the voice 
ef tbe people, in de6ance of the metap^sks and 
the new lights of certain politicians, who would 
gladly find their private advantage in the disasters 
of their countiy •, a race of men, quHus nuUa ex 
hmesto spes. 

The Prologue to Irene is written with elegance* 
and, in a peculiar strain, shews the literary pride 
and lofty spirit of the author. The epilogue, we 
are told in a late publication, was written by Sir 
"William Young. This is a new discovery, but by 
ao mesas probable. When the appen^iges to a 
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ilramatic perfonnaoce are Bot assigned to a frii^c^ 
or an unknown hand, <»* « person of ^hion, tbey 
are always supposed to be written hy the author oi 
the play. It is to be wished, however, that the 
epilogue in question could be transferred to Any 
other writer. It is the worst Jeu d'esprit that 
ever fell from Johnson's pen. 

An account of the various pieces contaiaed in 
this edition, such as miscellaneous tracts, and phi- 
lological dissertations, would lead beyond the in- 
tended limits of this essays ' It will suffice to say, 
that they are the prodOctions of a man who never 
wanted decorations of language, and always taught 
his reader to thinks The life of the late king of 
Prussia, as far as it extends, is a model d the bio- 
graphical style. The revierw of The Origin of 
Evil was, perhaps, written with asperity j but the 
angry epitaph, which it provoked from Sbame 
Jenyns, was an ill-timed resentment, unworthy of 
the genius of that ainiable author. 

The Rambler may be a>iuidered as Johnson'» 
great work. It was the basis <^ that high reputa- 
tion which went on increasing to the end of his. 
days. The circulation of those periodical essays 
was not, at first, equal to their merit. They had 
not, like the Spectators, the art of charming by 
variety ; and indeed how could it be expected ?, 
The wits of Queen Anne's reign sent their contri- 
butions to the Spectator ; and Johnson stood alone. 
A stage-coach, says Sir Richard Steele, must go 
forward od stated days, whether there are pass«i- 
gers or not So it was with the Rambler, every 
Tuesday and Saturday, for two years. In tbi* 
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ooHectton Johnson is the great monl tcacbor of 
his couDtiymeD ; his essays form a body of ethics ; 
the observations on life and manners are acute and 
instructive; and the papers, professedly critical, 
serve to promote the cause of literature. It must, 
however, be acknowledged, that a settled gloom 
hangs over the author's mind } and all the essays, 
except eight or ten, coming from the same foun- 
tain-head, no wonder that tfaey have the raciness 
of the soil from which they sprang. Of this uni- 
formity Johnson was sensible. He used to say, 
that if he had joined a friend or two, who would 
have been able to intermix papers of a sprightly 
turn, the collection would have been more miscel- 
laneous, and by consequence more agreeable to the 
generality of readers. This he used to illustrate 
by repeating two beautiful stanzas from his own 
Ode to Cave, or Sih/anus Urban : 

Kon ulla Musia pagina gratior, 
Quam qiue aereria ladicra jungere 
Novit, fttigatarnqne migia 
UtilibuB n 



Tezents OTinphti terts Lycoride, 
RoiK ruborem uc Tiola adjuvat 
Iiiimutat lie Iria lefulget 
JEtbereis rariata fucii. 

It is remarkable, that the pomp of diction, which 
has been objected to Johnson, was first assumed in 
the Rambler. His Dictionary was g<Hng on at the 
same time } and, in the course of that work, as he 
grew familiar with technical and scholastic wwd^ 
he thought that the bulk of his readers were 
equally learned; or, at least, would admire the 
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(jpIendouT and dignity of the stfte. Andyet H n 
well known, that he praised m Covley the ejne'and 
unaffected stroctofe of the sentences. Cowley my 
be i^aced at tbe head of those who cuttivated a 
clear and natural ttyie. Dtyden, TiUotson, and 
S^ William Temple, followed. AddiioD, Swift, and 
Pope, with more correctaess* carried our language 
weitnigb to perfection. Of Addison, Johnson was 
used to say, He is ffte Raphael qf etsojg writers. 
How be difi^-ed so widely from such elegant models 
is a problem not to be solved, unless it be tnie 
that be took an early tincture from the writers of 
the last century, particularly Sir Thomas Browne. 
Hence the peeidiarities of his style, new combina- 
tions, sentences of an unusual structure, and words 
derived from tiie teamed languages. His own ac- 
count of the matter is, *' When common words 
were less pleasing to the ear, or less distinct in 
their signification, I familiarized the terms of phi- 
losophy, by applying them to popular ideas.^ But 
he forgot the observation of Drydeii : ^ too mamf 
Joreign words are poured m upon i«, // looks as jf 
tiiey "were designed, TWt to assist £Ae- Ttatives^ but to 
conquer them. There is, it must be admitted, a 
swdl of language, oflen out of all proportion to 
the sentiment ; but there is, in general, a fulness 
of mind« and the thought seems to expand with 
tke sound c£ the wortU. Detertaiaed to diacard 
«(^oqttial; barbarisms and licentious idioms, he ibr- 
^t the elegant simplicity that t^tinguiahes the 
wcitinga <^ Addiaui^ He had what Locke calls a 
coand-abottt view of his subject ; and, though be 
was never tainted, 1^ many modem witSf with 
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&e ambition of shining in paradox, he may be 
&iiiy called an Original Tuinkbb. His reading 
was extensive. He treasured in his mind what* 
ever was worthy of notice, but be added to it from 
his own meditation. He collected, gute recoTtde- 
retf amtaque promeret. Addison was not so pro- 
found a thinker. He was bom to write, cojwerse, 
and Uve with ease ; and he found an early patron 
in Lord Somers. He depended, however, more 
upon a fine taste than the vigour of his mind. His 
Latin poetry shews that be relished, with a just se- 
lection, all the refined and delicate beauties of the 
Roman classics ; and, when he cultivated his native 
language, no wonder that he formed that grateful 
style, which has been so justly admired; simple 
yet elegant ; adorned, yet never over-wrought { 
rich in alluuon, yet pure and perspicuous ; correct, 
without labour ; and though sometimes deficient 
in strength, yet always musical. His essays, in 
general, are on the surface oilife % if ever original, 
it was in pieces of humour. Sir Roger de Cover- 
ley, and the Tory Fox-hunter, need not to be men. 
tioned. Johnson had a fund of humour, but be 
did not know it \ nor was he willing to descend to 
the familiar idiom and the variety of diction which 
that mode of c<Hnpo8ition required. Hie letter in 
the Rambler, No. ISf. from a young girl that wants 
a plu^e, will illustrate this observation. Addison 
possessed an undouded imi^natiiHi, alive to the 
first objects of nature and of art He reaches the 
sublime without any apparent efibrt When he 
teUs us, '* If we consider the fixed stars as so many 
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oceans of flame, that are each of them attended 
with a different set of planets ; if we still discover 
nen firmaments and new lights, that are sunk fur- 
ther in those unfathomable depths of sther, we are 
lost in a labyrinth of suns and wqrld% . and ccWr 
founded with the magnificence and immeosity of 
nature •" the ease with which this passs^ rises tq 
unaffected grandeur, is the secret charm that cs^ 
tivates the reader. Johnson is always lofty j he 
seem^ to use Diyden's phrase, to l^ o*er-infonn'd 
«ith meaning, and bis words do not appear to him? 
self adequate to his conception. He Ufoves in stst^ 
and his periods ^e always harmonious. His Qtir 
ental Tales are in the true style of eastern magni? 
ficence, and yet none of them are so much admired 
as the Visions of Mirza. In matters of criticism^ 
Johnson 19 never the echo of preceding writers^ 
He thinks and decides for himself. If we except 
the Essays on the Pleasures of Imagination, Ad; 
dison cannot he called a philosophical critic. His 
moral essays are beautiful: but in that province 
nothing can exceed the Rambler, though Johnson 
used to say, that the essay on The burdens qT 
mankind (in the Spectator, No. 65S.) was the most 
exquisite he had ever read. Talking of himself* 
Johnson said, " Topham Beauclerk has wit, and 
eveiy thing comes from him with ease ; but when 
I say a good thing, I seem to labour." When we 
compare him with Addison, the contrast is still 
stronger, Addison lends grace and ornament to 
truth i JohQson gives it force and energy. Addir 
son makes virtue amiable ; Johnson represents it 9.9 
an awful duty. Addisoa insinuates himself with an 
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w of modesty ) Jc^osoq commspds like a dictator f 
but a dictator in bis s[riend)d robes. i)ot labouring 
at the plou^ Addison is the Jupiter of Virgil, 
vith placid serenity talking to Venus : 

" Vultit, quo ccelmn bempeftMeaque KrenM." 

Johnson is Jupitbb tona^s : he darts bi^ h'ghtningi 
and rolls bis thunder, in the cause of virtue and 
piety. The language septus to fall short of his 
ideas} he'pours along, familiarizing th? terms of 
philosophy, with bold ioversions, and sonorous pe- 
riods s but we may apply to him what Pope has 
said of Hom^ ; *' It is Uie Bentimeut that pwells 
and fills ottt Uie diction, which riae^ tnth it, and 
forms itself about it« 1^ gla^s in the fumBpe, 
which ^ows to a greater magnitude, 49 the breath 
within is awo powerful, and the he«t mora in- 
tense." 

It is pot the design of this corapu^sofl to d^ido 
between these two eminent witers, In mfttjt^ of 
taste every reader will chuse for bimvclf. Johnsoi) 
ir (dwaya profound, and of course ^ves the fatigue 
oi thinking. Addison channs while he instructs ; 
and writing, as he always does, a pure, an ^eg^t, 
and idiomatic style, be may be pronounced ^e 
safest model for imitaitiou. 

The essay* written by Johnson In the Adv^- 
turer may be called a contiDustion f^tbe Jlamblffl-. 
Hie IdW, in onkr to be fioosisteut with the as- 
suaaed diaracter, is written with (^>ated vigour, in 
a style of ease and unlaboured deguice. It is the 
Odyssey a£ker the Iliad. Intense ibiidtijig woujkl 
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not become the Idler. The first number ] 
a well-drawn portrait of an Idler, and from that 
character no deviation could be made. Accord- 
ingly, Johnson forgets his austere manner, and 
plays us into sense. He still continues his lectures 
on human life, but he adverts to common occur- 
rences, and is often content with the topic of the 
day. An advertisement in the beginning of the 
.first volume informs us, that twelve entire essays 
were a contribution from different hands. One of 
these. No. 33. is the journal of a Senior Fellow at 
Cambridge, but, as Johnson, being himself an ori- 
ginal thinker, always revolted from servile imita- 
tion, he has printed the piece, with an apology, 
importing that the journal of a citizen in the Spec- 
tator almost precluded the attempt of any subse- 
quent writer, This account of the Idler may be 
closed, after observing, that the author's mother 
being buried on the S3d of January 17^9, there is 
an admiraMe paper, occasioned by that event, on 
Saturday the ^tb of the same month, No. 41. 
The reader, if he pleases, may compare it with 
another fine paper in the Rambler, No. S4>. on the 
conviction that rushes on the mind at the bed of a 
dying friend. 

** Rasselas," says Sir John Hawkins, " is a speci- 
men of our language scarcely to be paralleled ; it is 
written in a style refined to a degree of mmacttlate 
purity, and displays the whole force of tiergid elo- 
quence." One cannot but smile at this encomium. 
Rasselas is undoubtedly both elegant and sublime, 
It is a view of human life, displayed, tt must be own- 
ed, in gloomy colouni. The author's natural me'* 
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lanchoiy, depressed, at the time, by the approacb- 
nig dissolution of his mother, darkened the picture. , 
A tale, that should keep curiosity awake by the 
artifice of unexpected incidents, was not the design 
of a mind pregnant with better things. He who 
reads the heads of the chapters will iind, that it 18 
not a course of adventures that invites him forward, 
but a discussion of interesting questions : Reflec* 
tions on Human life; the History of Jmloc, the 
Man of Learning ; a Dissertation upon Poetiy $ 
the Character of a wise and happy Man,- who dis- 
courses with energy on the government of the pas- 
•ibtis, and on a sudden, when death deprives him 
of his daughter, forgets all his maxims of wisdom 
and the eloquence that adorned them, yielding to 
the stroke of affliction with all the vehemence of 
the bitterrat uiguisfa. It is by pictures of life, and 
profound moral reflection, that expectation is en- 
gaged Mid gratified throughout the work. The 
History of the Mad Astronomer, who imagines 
that, for five years, he possessed the t'egulation of 
thfi weather, and that the sun passed &om tropic to 
tropic by his direction, represents in striking co- 
lours the sad effects of a distempered imagination. 
It becomes the more affecting, when we recollect 
that it proceeds from one, who lived in fear of 
the same dreadful visitation ; from one who says 
emphatically, " Of the uncertainties in our present 
state, the most dreadful and alarming is the uncer- 
tun continuance of reason." The inquiry into 
the cause of madness, and the dangerous prevalence 
of imagination, till, in time, some particular train 
of ideas tixea the attention, taid the mind recurs 
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constantly tb the favourite conception, is catried on 
in B strain of acute observation ^ but it leaves us 
room to thinly that the author was transcribing 
from his own apprehensiom. The discourse on the 
ntiture of the soul gives us all that philosophy kn«>w8» 
not ttithottt a tincture of superstition. It is remaiic- 
able that the vuiity of human pBnuits was, about 
tlie same time, the subject that employed both 
Johnson and Voltaire ; but Cani^dff is the work of 
a lively imagination, and Rasselas, with all its ^>len- 
dour of eloquence, e:diibit9 a gloomy picture. It 
should, boweveiv be remembered, that the wmld 
has known the vxepmg a» well a» the ht^^king 
pfailoBopfaer. 

The Dictionary does not properly fall within the 
province of this esMy. Hie preface, however, will 
W found in this edition. He Vrho reads the dose 
<i( it, without acknowledging the force of the pathe- 
tic and sublime, ntust have more fnsensibilky in his 
ctHnpOfiition than usually Ms to the share of man. 
The work itself tfaougli in some instances abuse 
has beeh loud, uid in others malitie has aideavour- 
«d to undermine its fame, still i^mains the Momt 
A^ of English literature. 

ThoHgb tVmaa and tempeits thundef on itt broir, 
And oceani break their billom at it« feet, 
It nanda luUnOf'd, and glories in Ita height. 

Hiat JtAuKHt was eminently qudified, for t^ 
«fice gS a oomitientator on Shakspeare, no man can 
sdoidtt $ but it was aa office vfaich he never cordially 
«tabracedt The public expected tnore tiun lie had 
dfli^ence to perfoim ( and yet his edition has betto 
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the glroiind on which every nibsequent coDomenttt. 
tor has cbosen.to build. One note, for its singu- 
larity, may be thought worthy of notice in this 
place. Hamlet says^ For if the sun breed maggots 
in a dead dog, being a God-kissing carrion* In this 
Warburton discovered the origin of evil. Hamlet; 
be says, breaks off in the middle of the sentence ; 
but the learned commentator knows what he was 
going to say, and, being unwilling to keep the se- 
cret, he goes on in a train of philosophical reason- 
ing that l^ves die reader in astonishment. John- 
scdi, with true piety, adopts the fanciful hypothesis* 
declaring it to be a noble eraendati<»i, wtach al- 
most sets the critic on a level with the author. 
The gmeral obs^vattons at the end of the several 
plays, and the preface, will be found in this edition^ 
The former, with great elegance and precision^ 
give a summary view of each drama. The preface 
is a tract of g^eat erudition and philosophical criti- 
cism. 

Johnson's political pamphlets, whatever was hi< 
motive for writing them, whether gratitude for his 
pension, or the solicitation of men in power, did 
not support the cause for which they Ttfere under- 
taken. They are written in a style tridy hartnonious, 
aad with his usual dignity of langui^e. When it i$ 
said that he advanced positions repugnant to the 
common rights qf mankind, the virulence of party 
nuiy be suspected. It is perhaps true, Uiat in the 
ckmour raised throughout the kingdom Johnson 
over-beated his mind j but he was a friend to the 
rights of man, and greatly superior to the littleness 
oi spirit that might incline hhn to advance what he 
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did not thiok and finnly believe. In the FaUe Ahwm, 
though many of the most eminent men in the kii^- 
dom concurred in petitions to the throne, yet StAm- 
son, having well surveyed the mass of the people 
has given, with great humour and no less truth, what 
may be called, the birth, parentage^ and education 
qfa remonstrance. On the subject of Falkland's 
Island'), the fine dissuasive from too hastily inv<d.v- 
ing the world in the calamities of war, must extort 
applause even from the party that wished, at that 
time, for scenes of tumult and commotion. It was 
in the samd pamphlet that Johnson ofiered battle 
to Junius; a writer, who, by the uncommon ele- 
gance of his style, charmed every reader, though 
his object was to inflame the nation in favour of a 
faction. Junius fought in the dark ; be m.w his 
memy, and had his fuU blow, while he himself re^ 
tnained safe in obscurity. But let us not, said 
Johnson, mistake the venom of the shaft for the 
vigour of the bow. The keen invective which he 
published on that occasion, promised a paper war 
between two combatants, who knew the use of th^t 
weapons. A battle between them was as eagerly 
expected as between Mendoza and Big Ben. But 
Junius, whatever was his reason, never returaed-to 
the field. He laid down his arms, -and has, evez 
unce, remained as secret as the Man in thematk 
■ in Voltaire's History. 

The account of his Journey to the Hebrides or 
Western Isles of Scotland, is a model for such as 
shall hereafter relate their travels. The author 
did not visit that, part of the world in the character 
of an Antiquary, to amuse us with wonders taken 
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Hcaai the dark aod ^ulous ages ; nor as a Mathe* 
maticiui, to measure a degree, and settle the lon- 
gitude and latitude of the several islands. Those, 
who expected such infofmatioQ, expected what was 
never intended. In every xvork regard Hk writer'M 
end. JohDaon went to see men and manners, modes 
of life, and the prt^eas of civilization. His re- 
murks are so artfully blended with the rapidity and 
elegance of his narrative, that the reader is inclined 
to wish, as Johnson did with regard to Gray, that 
to travel, and to teUhis travels^ had been more qf 
hk em^<^fment. 

As to J(^nson's Paiiiamentary Debates, nothing 
wiUi propriety can be said in this place. They are 
collected in two vtdumes by Mr Stockdale, and the 
flow of eloquence which riins through the several 
qpeeches is sufficiently known. 

It will not be useless to mention two more vo- 
lumes, -vibich may form a proper supplement to this 
edition. They contain a set of Sermons left for 
publication by John Taylor, LL.D. The Reve- 
rend Mr Hayes, who ushered these Discourses in- 
to the world, has not given them as the composi- 
tion of Dr Taylor. All he could say for his de- 
parted friend was, that he left them in silence 
among his papers. Mr Hayes knew them to be 
the production of a superior mind ; and the writei' . 
of these Memoirs owes it to the candour of that 
el^ant scholar, that he is now warranted to give 
an additional proof of Johnson's ardour in the 
cause of piety, and every moral duty. The last 
discourse in tiie collection was intended to be de- 
liv^^d by Dr Taylor at the funeral of Johnson's 
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vife } bat that Reverend gentleman decUned iIk! 
office^ because, as he told Mr Hayes, the praise 
of the deceased was too much amplified. He, who 
teads the piece> viU find it a beautifnl moral les* 
son, written with, temper, and no where overchM-g* 
ed with ambitious ornaments. The rest of th« 
Discourses were the fundi which Dr Taylor, from 
time to time, carried with him to bis pulpit. He 
had the largest Bull* in England, and some of the 
best Sermons. 

We come now to the lires of the Poets, a work 
undertaken at the age of seventy, yet the mrat 
brilliant, and certainly the most popular of all our 
Author's writings. For this performance he need- 
ed little preparation. Attentive always to the bis* 
tory of letters, and by his own natural bias fond of 
Biography, he was the more willing to embrace the 
proposition of the booksellers* He was versed in 
the whole body of English poetry, and his rules of 
criticism were settled with precision. The disser- 
tation, in the Life of Cowley, on the metaphysical 
poets of the last century, .has the attraction of 
novelty as well as sound observation. The wri- 
ters, who followed Dr Donne, went in quest of 
something better than truth and nature. As San. 
cho says in Don Quixote, they wanted better 
bread than is made with wheat. They took pains 
to bewilder themselves, and were ingenious tor no 
odier purpose than to err. In Johnson's review 
«£ Cowley's works, fiilse wit is detected in all its 

* See Johnsoa'a LMten frMa AAboutne. b Vol. XIL of 

dussdttion. 
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shapes, and the Gothic taste for jittering conceits, 
and &r-fetched allusifmi, is exploded, never, it is 
hoped, to revive again. 

An author who has published his observations on 
the Life and Writings of Dr Johnson, speaking of 
the Lives of the Poets, says, " These compositions, 
abounding in strong and acute remark, and with 
many fine and even sublime passages, have un- 
quesUonably great merit ; but if they be regard- 
ed merely as containing narrations o( the lives, de> 
lineations of the charactMv, and strictures of the 
seveml authors, they are far from being always to 
be depended on." He adds, " The characters are 
looietunes partial, and there ii sometimes too mtick 
tua^gnitg <^ min-epresentation, to which, perhaps, 
may be joined no inconsiderable portion of erron^ 
OU9 criticism.** llie several clauses of this censure 
deserve to be answered a» fully as the limits of this 
essay will permit. 

In the first place, the facts are related iq>oa the 
best intelligence, and the best vouchen that could 
be gleaned, af^ a great lapse of time. Frobabi- 
jity was to be inferred from such materials as could 
be procured, and no maabetter understood the na- 
ture oi historical evidence than Dr Jciuasou ; no 
man was more rdigiously an observer of tnitJi. 
^ If his History is any where defective, it must be im- 
"putedto want of better informadcm, and the errors 
of uncerttun tradition. 

Ad DOS Tix temus £uiie prcIaUtur sun. 

IF the stnctores on the works of die various au> 
thon are not always satu&ctory, and if erroneous 
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cnticism may sometimes be suspected, who cihl 
hope that in matters of taste all shall agree ? The 
instances in which the public mind has differed 
from the positions advanced by the author, are few 
in number. It has been said, that justice has not 
been done to Swift ; that Gay and Prior are under- 
valued ) and that Gray has been harshly treated. 
Tliis charge, perhaps, ought not to be disputed.' 
Johnson, it is well known, had conceived a pr^U" 
dice against Swift. His friends trembled icur him 
when be was writing that life, but were jdeasedi at 
last, to see it executed with temper and moderation. 
As to Prior, it is probable that he gave bis real opi- 
nion, but an opinion that wDt not be adopted by 
men of lively fancy. With r^ard to Gray, When 
he condemns the apostrophe, in which Father 
Thames is desired to tell who drives the hoop, or 
tosses the ball, and then adds, that Fathn* Thames 
had no better means of knowing than himself; 
when he compares the abrupt beginning of the first 
stanza of the bard to the ballad ofj0?mie Armstrong, 
■" Is there ever a man in all Scotland;" there are, 
pei^ap^ few friends of Johnson, who' would not 
wish to blot out both the passages. It may be 
questioned, whether the remarks on Pope's Essay 
on Man can be received without great caaUon. It 
has been already mentioned, that Crousaz, a prai> 
lessor in Switzerland, eminent for his treatise of. 
Logic, started up a professed en^my to that poem. 
Johnson says, " his mind was one of those, in which- 
philosophy and piety are happily united. He looked 
with distrust upon alt metaphysical systems - of theo- 
logy, and wias persuaded, that the positions of Pope 
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were intended to draw mankind away from Reve- 
lation* and to represent the whole course of things 
as a necessaxy concatenation of indissoluble fatali^ 
ty" TThis is not the place for a cMitroveray about 
tite Leibnitzian system. Warburton, with all the 
powers of bis large and comprehensive mind, pubf^ 
lisheda Vindication of Pope ^ and yet Johnson says* 
Hxat *^ in many passages a religious eye may easily 
discover expressions not very favourable to morals, 
or to liberty." . This sentence is severe, and, per- 
haps, dogmatical. Crousaz wrote an Examen c£ 
the £sBay on Man, and afterwards a Commentary on 
erery remarkable passage j and though it now op- 
pears that Mrs Elizabeth Carter translated the fo* 
reign critic, yet it is certain that Johnson encourag- 
ed the work, and perhaps imbibed those early pre- 
judices wbicb adhered to him to the end of his life. 
He shuddered at the idea of irreligjon. Hence 
we are told in the Life of Pope, '* Never were 
penury of knowledge and vulgarity of sentiment so 
happily di^uised : Pope,' in the chair of wisdom* 
tells' much that every man knows, and much that he 
did not.know himself; and gives us comfort in the 
position, that though man's afooJ, yet God ismsej 
that human advantages are unstable ; that our true 
honour is, not to have a great part, but to act it well} 
that virtue only is our own, and that happiness is 
always in our power. The reader, when he meets 
fia this in its new array, no longer knows the talk of 
Ins mother and his nurse.'* But may it not be said, 
tfa^ every- system of ethics must or ought to ter- 
minate in plain and general maxims for the use oS 
life ? and, though- in such axioms no discovery is 
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made, does not the benuty of the tnoml th«0f7 eou* 
sist in the premises, and the chain of reasoning that 
leads to the coacltuioQ ? May not truth, as Johnson 
himself say% be conveyed to the mind by a new 
train of intermediate images ? Pope's doctrine ibant 
the ruling passion does not seem to be refuted, 
thongh it is call^, in harsh terms, pernicious as 
well as false, tending to establish a kind of monX 
predestination, or over-ruling principle, which can> 
not be resisted* But Johnson was too easily alarm- 
ed in the cause of religion. Org^ijsed as the fan* 
man race is, individuals have di£Ebient inlets of per* 
ception, difib-ent powers of mind, and difierent sen- 
sations of pleasure and pain. 

All iprcad their cbtmt, ttqt ohaim RM «Q «Uk^ 
Oa diSer^t Beoses difinent object! strike : 
Hence different pauiom more or leu inflame. 
As strong or weak the organs of the frame- 
And hence one nutH-pasaion m the breast, 
Like Auoa's w^eat, iwbUowi up th« rest. 

Brumoy says, Pascal from his io&ncy felt himself a 
geometrician ; and Vandyke, in like manner, was a 
painter, Shakspeare, who of all poets had the 
deq>est insight into humui nature, was aware of a 
prevailing bias in the operatirais of every mind. 
By him we are told, " Masterlees passion stoays us 
to the mood qfwhat it likes or loathes." 

It remains to inquire, whether in the lives before 
Its the characters are partial, and too often drawn 
with malignity of misrepresoitation. To-prove this 
it is alleged, that Johnson has miwepresented the^ 
circunuUnces reUitive to tte traosUtion of the first 
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Biu)> and maliciously asci^bed that performance to 
AddisoD^ instead of Ttckell. vith too much reliance 
on the testimony of P(^>e, tak^n from the acpouut 
in the papers left by JVIr Spence, For a refutation 
of the fallacy imputed to Addison, we are referred 
to a note in the Biographia Sritannfcat written b 
the late Judge Blackstone, who, it is said, examined 
Ithe ^hole matter vith accuracy* and found that 
^e first regu^r statement of the accusation against 
Addison was published by Ruffh^, in bis Ijfe <^ 
Pope, from the materials which he received horn 
Dr Warburton, But, with fdl due deferepce to the 
learned Judge, whose talents deserve all praise, this 
jRccount is by np means accurate. 

Sir Richard Steele, in a dedication of the comedy 
o£ the Drummer to Mr Congreve, gave the first 
jnsight into that business. He says, in a s^le of 
anger and resentment, " If that gentleman (Mr 
Tickell) thinks himself injured, I will allow I have 
wronged him upon this issue, that (if the reputed 
Uanslator of the first book of Homer shall please to 
|pve us another book) there shall appear another 
good judge in poetry, besides Mr Alexander Pop^ 
ytho shall like it.'^ The authority of Steele out. 
ireighs all opinions founded on vain conjecture; 
^od^ indeed, seems to be decisive, since- we do not 
find that Tickell, though warmly pressed, thought 
proper to Wndicate himself. 

But the grand proof of Johnson's malignify u 
the manner in which he has treated the character 
and conduct of Milton. To enforce this charge 
has wearied sopfaiatry, and e^auqted the invention 
of a puty. What they cannot deny, they palliate j 
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what they cannot prove, they say is probable. But 
why all this rage against Dr Johnson ? Addison, 
before him, had said of Milton ; 



Oh { had tbe Poet ne'er proQui'd hii pen, 
T« vamish o'er the guilt of bithlen men ! 

And had not Johnson an equal right to avow his 
sentiments? Do his enemies claim a privilege to 
abuse whatever is valuable to Englishmen^ either in 
church or state? and must the liberty of un/icensed 
printing be denied to the friends of the British con- 
Btitution ? 

It is unnecessary to pursue the argument through 
all its artificest since, dismantled of ornament uid 
ledunng language, the plain truth may be stated in 
a narrow compass. Johnson knew that Milton was 
a r^ublican ; he says, " an acrimonious and surly 
reput^can, for which it is not known that he gave 
any better reason, than that a p<^ular govemmeDt 
was the most ii-ugal; for, the trappings of a monarchy 
would set up an ordinary commonwe^th." Johnsoii 
knew that Milton talked aloud " of the danger q£ 
readmtting kingship in this nation}'* and when 
Milton adds* " that a commonwealth was com- 
mended, or rather ettjoined by our Saviour himself, 
to all Christians, not without a remarkable disallow- 
ance, and the brand of Gentilism upon kingship,'* 
JolmsoQ thought him no better than a wild en- 
thusiast He knew as well as Milton, " that the 
happiness of a nation must needs be firmest and 
certainest in a full and free council of their own 
electing, where no single person, but reason onl)^ 

'D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



iways;" buttle example^of all the repnblicsi re- 
ceded in the. annitls of mankind, gave him no roon) 
'to hope'that reasonot^ would be heard. -■ He knew 
that the republican form, of government, haying 
little orno complication, atidno consonance of parti 
by amce mechanism forming a'regular whole, was 
too>simpje to be beautiful, even in theory.. In 
practice 'it, perhaps^ never existed. In its most 
ftouri^ing state, at Athens,. Rome, frod Carthage, 
it-wasa constant scene of tunnilt and commotion. 
From, the mischief of. a wild democracy, the pro- 
giieaa.has.ever been, to the dominion of an aristo- 
cracy \ and ithe. word, aristocracy fatally includes 
tbe.boldest and most turbulent citizens, whatise 
by their crioies, and call themselves the best men 
iffthe state. By intrigue, by cabal, and fiictton, a 
pemiciou^ oligarchy, ia sure to succeed, and end at 
last ■iu . the tyranny of a single nder. Tacitus, the 
great ''master of political wisdom, saw, under, the 
mixed authority of king, nobles, and people, a 
better fbrm of government than Milton's boasted 
repubtic; and what Tacitusadmired in theory, but 
deqiitired of enjoying, -Johnson saw established in 
this country. He knew that it had been overturn- 
ed by the rage of frantic .men ;.but he. knew that, 
after the iron rod of Cromwell's usurpation, the con- 
stitution was once more restored to its first princi- 
ples. Monarchy was established, and this country 
was. regenMated. It was regenerated a second 
time at the Revolotion: the rights of men were 
then, defined, and the blessings of good order and 
civil liberty have been evec.since diiTused through 
the.vrliole-community. . '... 

VOL. I. 1 
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ISO *s WAT tnr ivx tmt ahd 

The peac« wd b»ppinMi of toolot}* i^^ viiat 
Pr Johnson had at heirt. H« knew tfeat Miltoa 
called hk Defence of the Adgiddet s defence, of 
the people of England* but* howertfr gloned and 
VMTiiahed* he thought it an apology for murder* 
Had the met, who, under a Aow of liber^ 
brought their king to th^ soafloldt proved hy their 
subsequent conduct, that the public good inspired 
their actionf^ the end tntgfat have jpven some sanc- 
tion to the means; but usuqiatioB and slamerjr 
foUoved. Milton undertook the office of secretary 
under the despotic poorer bf Cromwell^ ofiering the 
incense of adulation to bis master, 'witfa the titles 
o( Director tjf public Councils^ &e Leader ^ifiaiceri* 
fuered Annies^ the Fatbef ^kie. Coimtry^ Mihon 
dedaredt at the same time, tbil: iiotfiiag is tMom 
pkasing to Qod, or more agreeable h tvasotit Aon 
thtti lAe highest mttd akeufd heme ihe Mvere^ 
power. In this strain of servile AaMxay MUtan 
gives us the r^ht divine o£ grants. Biit it secmi% 
in the same piece, he exhorts Cromvall ** not to 
desert those great principles of fiberty vhseh he 
had protks»ed to e^oase ; for, it would be B 
grievous enoitnity, if, after having sucoessfoUy 
opposed tyranny, he should himself act the part iif 
a tyrant, mad betray the cause that he bad (ieinidh 
ed." This desertion of every honest prtujiiple tba 
advocate for liberty Hved to see. Cromwell aobed 
the tyrant } and, with vUe hypocdsy, told t^e peo- 
ple, that he had consulted t^e Lord, and the Lord 
would have it so. Milton took an unc^ part in 
4^e tragedy. Did that become the defender vf 
the people of England? Brutus saw his country 
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'enslaved } he tmtcit: the blow fof fte^doin, mA lie 
died with honour in the cause. Had he lived to be a 
tect^tary under Tibariui, what woifld now be said 
9£ his memory f 

Bdt still* it feeemd. the prostltmtoil With Wfaidi 
Mittoti is charged, since it cannot be ddlhided, is 
to be tetorted on the ehatactef of JohnsoQi For 
this purpose d boc^ has been published, edited Si- 
marks on Df Johuon's Lffii (if MiUott f to which 
are added, MiUon'S Ttaetate qf Education, and 
Areopagitica, In this laboured tract we zte told, 
*' There is one performance ascribed to the pen 
of the Doctor, where the prostitution is of so sin- 
gular a nature, that it would be difficult to select an 
adequate motive for it out of the fiiountainoijs 
heap of coDJectaral causes of hnmati passions or 
hnman caprice. It \i the spftech of the late un- 
happy Dr William Dodd, when he was about to 
hear the sentence of the law pronounced upon 
him, in consequence of an indictment for for^ry. 
The voice of the public has given the honour c£ 
manufacturing this speech to Dr Johnson; and 
the style and configuration of the speech itself 
confirm the imputation. But it is hardly possible 
to divine what could be his motive for accepting 
the ^ce. A man, to e^tpress the precise state of 
mind of another, about to be destined to an igno- 
minious death for a capital crime, should, one 
would imagine, have some consciousness, that he 
himself had incurred some guilt of the same kind." 
In all the scbools of sophistry is there to be found 
so vile an argument ? In the purlieus of Grub- 
street is there such another mouthful of dirt? in 
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the whole quiver of Mdltce'is there so enveno'med- 
a shaft? 

After this it is to be hoped, that a certain class of 
men will talk no more of Johnson's mali^tty. The 
last apology for Milton is, that he acted accord- 
ing to his principles. But Johnson thought those 
prindples detestable ; pernicious to the constitution 
in church and state, destructive of the peace of 
society, and hostile to the great fabric of civil po- 
licy, which the wisdom of ages has taught every 
Briton to revere, to love, and cherish. He rec- 
koned Milton in that class of men, whom the 
Roman historian says, wh^n they want, by a sud- 
den convulsion, to overturn the government, ttiey 
roar and clamour for liberty ; if they succeed, they 
destroy liberty itself. Ut intperiitm evertant, Liber- 
tatem prcBferunt; si pervertermty Ubertatem ipsam 
aggredientur. Such were the sentiments of Dr 
Johnson ; and it may be asked, in the language <^ 
Bolingbroke, " Are these sentiments, which any 
man, who is born a Briton, in any circumstances, 
in any situation, ought to be ashamed or afraid to 
avow ?" Johnson has done ample justice to Mil- ■ 
ton's poetry : the criticism on Paradise Lost is a 
sublime composition. Had he thought the author 
as good and pious a citizen as Dr Watts, he would 
have been ready, notwithstanding his non-confor- 
mity, to do equal honour to the memory of the man. 

It is now time to close this essay, which the au- 
thor fears has been drawn too much into length. 
In the progress of the work, feeble as it may be, 
he thought himself performing the last human 
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o£Gce to the memoty of a irieDd, whom he loved, 
■ esteemed, and hoDOured. 



His laltem accumulem doois, et fuogar inani 
Munere. 



The author of these memoirs has been anxious to 
give the features of the man, and the true charac- 
ter of the author. He faas not suffered the hand 
of partiality to .colour his excellencies with too 
much warmth ; nor has he endeavoured to throw 
his singularities too much into the shade. Dr John- 
son's failings may well be forgiven for the sake of 
his virtues. His defects were spots in the sun. 
His kind affections, and the goodness of his heart, 
present an example worthy of imitation. His 
works still remain a monument of genius and of 
learning. Had he written nothing but what is 
contained in this edition, the quantity shews a life 
spent in study and meditation. If to this we add- 
ed the labour of his Dictionary and other various 
productions, it may be fairly allowed, as he used 
to ^ay of himself, that he has written his share. 
In the volumes here presented to the public, the 
reader will find a perpetual source of pleasure and 
instruction. With due precautions, authors may 
learn to grace their style with elegance, harmony, 
and precision ; they may be taught to think with 
vigour and perspicuity ; and, to crown the whole, 
by a diligent attention to these books, all may ad- 
vance in virtue. 
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"'■ A'POEM: ' . .' ■. 

IX IMTTATlOIf Olf tHE' 
THIRD SATIRE OF JUVENAL. 



■a feneuB ut leiieat m ?-^ur. 



' Thovoh grief and JGondness in my Iweast rebel. 
When iqur'd Thaias bids the town: &rewell, 
Yet still mf calmer tiioaghts hisdioice coinmehdi 
I praise the hermit, but regret tbe friend. 
Resolved at lengd, from vice and-Xomiim for. 
To breathe in distant fields a purer air, 
And, fix'd on Cambria's sditary shore, 
Give to St David one true Briton .mwe^ 

■ For who vould leave* uobrib'd, Hiberaia's land, 
Or change the rocks of (Scotland for the Strand? 

JUV. Sat.III. ;, , ■ 

' Qu&mTis digressu veteris confuiiu smici : 
Laudo, Umen, Tacuis quod eedem figere Cumii 
Des^et, atque unUm civem donare Sibyllie. 

* '■ -Ego tbI FrochjPtUn t>nepono Suburrc, 
Nam quid tam raiBeruili, tam solum vidimua, ut non 
- Deteriui creda* horrere iDcendia, fatpsui 
Tectoriun assidiio*, et mi)le pericuta iffivse 
UnbU, ct Augiuto rscitantei mense poetu? 
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There none are swept by ludden &te away. 
But all, whom himgjer spares, with age decay: 
Here malice rapine, accident, Conspire, 
And now a rabble rages, now a fire ; 
Their ambush here relentless ruffians lay, 
And here the fell attoi^ey prpwb for prey; 
Here &lling houses thunder on your head. 
And here a fbmale Atheist talks you dead. 

' While l^Ai^s watts the wheny that contaioi 
Of dissipated wealth the small remains, 
On Thames*s banks, in silent thought we stood 
Where Crreenwich smiles upon the silver flood ; 
Struck with the seat that gave Eliza* birth. 
We kneel and kiss the conaecrated earth ; 
In pleasing dreams the Uiasfid age renew, ' 

And 9QU Britannia^ ^jbries: back Id \iibw. i' . 
PehQld her CKMH triumphant onihe naiiit 
The guard of coanterae, and the dreid. of SpiUDf 
Ere ;oascpi6radcs ddisuch'd, cxqae (qipwa'd. 
Or English honour gr«w « standittg jest^ . 

A transient calm the hmppj neenes heatbir. 
And for a raomflnt lull the iseose ttf woe. 
At I«ngth awaking, with contemptuons Avwn, 
Indignant TaALSs eyes tbe iKighb'iing town. 

* Since worth, he cries, in these degenerate days 
Wants ev'n the cheap reward of empty praise ; 

* Sed, dum lota domu* rbedf componitur uo^ 
SubiBtit ad vetaet «rciu.««— 

* Hie tunc Umbrititui Qusado wtibui, ia^ui^ h^aotii 
Nullm in urbe Ipou, nulU emalumflnta Ivbonim, 

Bet ho^e minor est, heri quatn fuit, atqu* eadwi en* 

* Queen Elizabeth, bom at Greenwich. 
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In tbow cun'd vaUs. devote to victt uid gtiii. 
Since unrewsrded sbienee toils in Tain ; 
Sinoe hope hnt spotbs to double my disCreit, 
And ev'ry moment leaves my little less j 
While yet my steady steps no * staff sustain^ 
And life still vig'TOUs rar^ in my veins ; 
Grant me, kind Heaven, to find some baiter plaee^ 
Where honesty and tense are no disgrace t 
Some pleasing bank where verdant osiers play, 
Some peaceful vale with Nature^s paintings gay ; 
Where once the harass'd Briton found repose, 
And saie in poverty defied his foes { 
Some secret cell, ye Rnr*!!, Indulgent giv^ 
* Let — — • Hve here, for ■— »- has learned to Kve. 
Here let those reign» whom pensions can incite 
To vote a patriot black, a courtier white ; 
Explain their country's dearrbougbt rights away* 
And plead for * pirates in the iaoe of day ; 
With slavish tenetEi taint our poi^on'd youth. 
And lend a lie the confidence of truth. 

' Let such raise palaces, and manors buy. 
Collect a tax, or farm a lottery ; 

Deteret exiguis liquid : proponiftiiw iliuc 
Ire, fatigatu nbi Dtedalus exuit alas; 
Dum nova can!tiei.— 

' ^-^ et pedibni tne 
Porto meU, nullo dextram subeuoto bacillo. 

* Cedamus patriA: Tirant Arturiug iitic 
Et Catullus : maneent qui Digrum in Candida vertimt< . 

"* Queis facile est ffidem conducere, flumina, partus, 
Siccandam eluTiem, portandum ad busta cada*er.— 
Munera nunc edunt. 

* Tha inTationi of the SpaniartI* were defended la tilif Houses 
ef ParlianeBt. 
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With. warbling eunuchH fill oiir^ liceDsM stage, . 
And lull to lervjtude a thoughtleaa age, 

Herqes, proceed! what' bounds yoazrijo'ide sbsil 
hold? 
What ^eck restrain your thirst <^ pow*r and gold? 
Behold rebellious^ Tirtue quite o'erthrown. 
Behold our fame, our wraith, <Hir lives, your own. 

To su<;b, the plunder of a land is giv*n. 
When public crimes inflame the wrath of Heav'n : 
' But what, my fnend, what hope remains for me. 
Who 9tut at theft, and blush at perjury ? 
Who scarce forbear, though Britain's court he sing. 
To pluck a titled poet's, borrow'd wing j 
A.statesman'a Ic^c uneosvinc'd ^can hear, - 
And dare to slumber o'er the t Gazetteer ; : 
Despise a ibol in half hia pep&ion dress'd. 
And stiive in vain to laugh at Clodio'sjest. 

" Others with, softer smiles, and 'subtler art. 
Can sap the principle^ or taint the heart ; 
With more address a lover'8:note convey. 
Or bribe a viigin's innocence away. 
Well may they rise, white I, whose ruatic tongue 
Ne'er knew to puzzle right, or varnish wrong, 
3pum'd as a beggar, dreaded as a spy, 
live unregarded, unlamented die. 

' Quid Ronuc fadam? mentiri nescio:^ Ubrum, 
Si mnlus est, nequeo laudare et pascere.— 

* I Ferre ad nuptss quee mittit adulter, 
Qus mandat norint alii : me nemo minutro 
Fur erit, atque ideo nulli comeB exeo. 

* The licensing act wu then lately made. 

f The paper which at that thae contained apolegiei. for.the 
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"* For what but social guilt tbe fiaeDd eedeazs ? 
Who shares OigUio's .crimes, his fortune shares.. . 
" But thou, should tempting villan3r present 
All Marlb'rough hoarded, or all Villiers spenti '- 
Turn -from the glitt'ring bribe thy scornful ey^ 
Nor sell for gold, what gold coidd never buy, 
The peaceful slumber, self-approviug day. 
Unsullied fame, and conscience ever gay. 

" The cheated nation's happy fav*rites, seeh 
M^rk whom the great caress, who frown on me ! 
London ! the needy villain's gen'ral home. 
The common-sewer of Fans and of Rome ; . 
With eager thint, by folly or by fate, 
Sucks in the dregs of each corrupted state. 
Forgive my transports on a theme like this, 
'^ I cannot bear a French meti'opolis. 

'^ Illustrious Edward 1 from the realms'of day, 
TTie land of heroes and of saints survey ; 
Nor hope the British lineaments to trace. 
The rustic grandeur, or the surly grace ; 
But, lost in thoughtless ease and empty show. 
Behold the warrior dwindled to a beau ; . 

'" Qiiis nunc diligitur nisi consciiu ?— — 
CaruB erit Verri, qui Verrem tempore, quo vult, 
Accusare potest. 

I' Tanti tibi non sit opaci 

Omnia arena Tagi, quodque in mare Tolfitur auriim, 
Ut BOmno careas. 

" Qute nunc divitibus gens acceptissima noitris, 
Et quOB pmcipue fugiam, properabo fatcri, 

» ■■■.-—.. IJoD poBium ferre, Quirites, 
Greecam urbem. 

'* RuBticus ille tuus sumit trecbedipna, Quirine^ 
Et ceromatico fert niceteria collo. 
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Sense* frefedoai» piety* refin'd antuy, 

0£ France tbe mimic, and of iSpain tbe prejr. 

All tfa^ at borne no more Can beg or steal. 
Or like a gibbet better than a wheel { 
HisB'd from the stage, or hooted from the oourt^ . 
Their air, their dress, their politics, import ; 
*^ Obseqnious, artful, voluble, and gay. 
On Britain's fond credulity they prrf. 
No gainful trade their industry can 'scape, 
" They sing, they dance, dean sboest or cure a clap: 
All Bcieaoes a fasting Monsieur knows, 
And, bid him go to hdl, to hell he goes. 

'^ Ah ! what avails it, that, from slav'iy fkr, 
I drew tlie breath of life in English air, 
Was early taught a Briton's right to prize. 
And lisp the tale of Henry's victories j 
If tbe guU'd conqueror receives the chain, 
And flattery prevails when arms are vain ? ■ 

'^ Studious to please, and ready to submit, 
Tbe supple Gaol was bom a parasite : 
Still to his int'rest trae, where'er he goes, 
"Wit, brav'ry, worth, bis lavish tongue bestowi ; - 
In ev'ry face a thousand graces shine. 
From ev'ry toi^ue flows harmony divine. 

" lagenium velox, audat^ perditSi aenno 
Promptm. ■- 

" Augur, jchcenobates, medicus, magus: omnia nont, 
GrsBculut eauneriR, m ccelum, jusgeriB, ibit. 

" Usque adeo oihil eat, quod nostra iafantia ccelum 
Hauait Aventini ? 

" Quid? quod adulandi gens prudentisaimat Uudat 
Serraonem indocti, faciem deformis tmici ? 
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" Tliese Jute is vasa biir nigged aativvs ti7, 
Stnia but vKh Alt'ring diffifbnce A lie, ' 
And get a kick tor urkward fatlitr^. 

Besides, vith jaado^ this disceraiiig ige 
Admires their. woad'rouB talents for the stage : 
*" Well may they ventum on the mimic's art. 
Who play from morQ to bight a bonow'd part; 
Practised tlieir mait«*s notions to embrace. 
Repeat his maxima, and reflect his &ce ; . 
With wf'ry wild absurdity com^y» 
And view each object with aaother's eye ; 
To shake vith langhter cce the jest they hear. 
To pour at will the countciicded taar ; 
And, as their patron hii^ the cold or hcat^ 
Xtx dttke in dog-days, in December sweat. 

'A How, when competitors like these contend* 
Can.iurly virtue hope to fix a friuid ? 
Slaves that with serious impudence beguile, 
And lie without a blu^ without a smile j 
Exalt each trifle> ev'ry vice adore. 
Your taste in snu$ your judgment in a ^i^re ; 
Can Balbo's doquence iqiplaud, and swear 
He grebes big breeches with, a monarch's air. 

For arts like these pre^r'd, acbBir*d, caress'd. 
They first innide your teble, thm yoiir breast ; 

'* Hkc eadam licet et nobii laudarct *g4 illii 
Creditur 

*<■ Natio comcBda «Bt. Ridaa? majors cacbinno 
Concutitur, 4c. 

*' Nod aiHQUS ergo pares : mellor, qui lenper et Ctam 
Nocte dieque potest alienum sumere rnltuin, 
A facie jactare maniu: laudve paratui, 
Si bene nictavit, li rectum mioxit amicus.—^ 
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IM LOMDOM.. 

Watch the wisalE hour, abd rahdaidt oil theiheattf . 
Then soon your.m-pkic'dcei^e^eti^S}^; . 
CommeDce yobfiordB^ aod^veni orifaetraf. i 

*^ By;number8Jiere'from:»hanieor:K:eh8ure!fiiee, 
All<»iitte8 are safe iHitikatedpoverty. 
This, only this,, the rigidJaw porsue^' '• '. : 
This, oolytbis, provokes the srarHng musel 
The sober trader at a tattered doak 
Wakes from his dream^ andJabours for a jbbe ; < 
With brisker airtbestlkencourtieni gaze, ■'-■>''..-. . 
And tarn the-.viuied .taunt ajthousand srays.. 
** Of all the gde&.tbat harass the distress'd^ 
Sure theimost^bitteris-aScomfiil jest; i. 

Fate neveriwotuids'iiuve deep the gen'rbus' heart,! ' 
Than '.when 'S blodtbead's hisult points the ;darf.'' 

'' Has Heavcn.ECservM, iapity to thepoor^sr ' 
No pathless waste,' or uinUscover'd shore ? \ 
No secret island in the boundleis main ? 
No peaceful desert yet unclaim'd' by Spain? , 
Quick let us rise, the happy seats explore, 
And bear {^pttesaion's inscJence no more. 

' " SeiK Tblunt BecreU domos, atque iiide timen. 

'* f I ^ ' ■ I Slaterletn preebet caiuasque jocorum 
Omnibua hie idem? si foeda et scisaa lacema, &c- 

" Nil habbt infelix paupertaa durius in se, 
Quam quod ridiculoa homines facit. 

" — — • Agmine facto, 

Debuerant olim tenues migrasse Qnltftes. 

" l^e Spaniards at this time were laid to make cituin to some 
of our American provinces. 
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This mojiraful truth is ev'ry where confesa'di 
■* Slotv rises tvorffi, by povertg depress* d: 
But here more slow, where all are slaves to gold. 
Where looks are merchandise, and snnles are sold ^ 
Where won hy bribes, by flatteries impl(Mr*d, 
The groom retails the favours of his lord. 

But hark ! th' afirighted crowd's tumultuous cries 
Roll through the streets, and thunder to the skies : 
Kaia'd from some pleasing dream of wealth and 

power. 
Some pompous palace, or some blissful bower. 
Aghast you start, and scarce with aching sight 
Sustain th' approaching fire's tremendous light > 
Swift from pursuing horrore take your way, 
And leave your little all to flames a prey ; 
^^ Then thix>' the world a wretched vagrant roam,. 
For where can starving merit find a home ? 
In vain your mournful narrative disclose, 
While all neglect, and most insult your woes. 
*^ Should Heaven's just bolts Orgilio's wealth con- 
found. 
And spread his flaming palace on the ground, 

** Haud facile emergimt, quorum Tirtutibui obMtt 
Rets acgiuta donii, led Roms durioi illU- 
Conatua. ' 

- ^_^^-— — ^— ^ Omnia Ronue 



Cum pretio— 



Cogtmur, et cultis wigere peculia serTiK 

■'' ^— ^_« Ultimu* autem 
£runins cnnuilua, quod nudum, et fnutra rogantenr 
Nemo dbo, nemo hoipitio, tectoque juvabit. 

** Si magna Astunci cecidit domus, horrida mater, 
Pullali proceret.™ ■ ■■— 
VOL. I. K 
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Swift o'er the land the dismal mmoiBr flies» 
And public mournings pacify the skies ; 
The laureat tribe in veaal verse relate. 
How virtue wars with persecuting fate ; 
*" With well-fe^'d gratitude the pensioned band 
Refund the plunder of the b^gar'd land. 
See ! while he builds, the gaudy vasfials come» 
And crowd with Hudden wealth the ri»ng dome j 
The price of boroughs and of souls restore ; 
And raise his treasures h^her than before : 
Now bless'd with all the baubles of Uie great* 
The polish'd marble and the shining plate, 
^° Orgilio sees the golden pile aspire. 
And hopes from angry Heaven another fire. 

^ Could'st thou resign the park and play contoitv 
For the fair banks of Severn or of Trent ; 
There might'st thou find some elc^nt retreat. 
Some hireling senator's deserted seat i 
And stretch thy prospects o'er the smUing land. 
For less than rent the dungetms of the Strand ; 
Thereprunethywalks, support thy droopingfk»wers. 
Direct thy rivulets, and twine thy bowers ; 

» ■■ I. I Jam accomt, qui mannon donct, 
Conferat impensas : liic. Sec 
Hie mCNliuin argentl. 

*« . .MeMorn, ac plunt repooil 

Penicua orborum lautisaimug. 

" Si potea ayelli Circenaibu^ optima Sore, 
Aut Fabretarue domiu, aut Fiuinooe paratur, 
Quanli dudc teneforaa imum CDadacis in aoDUoa. 
Hortulua hie. 

Vive bidentii amana et cuitt vlUicui horti, 
Unde epulum pofiis centum dare Pytbagoreia. 
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And, while thy grotrada a cfae^ repsst aSatd, 
Bespise the dainties of a venal lord : 
There ev*ry bush with Nature's music rings. 
There ev'ry breeze bears health upon it» wings ; 
On all thy hours security shall smile* 
And bless thine evening walk and is(»nii^ toil. 
^' Prepare for death if here at night you roara. 
And sfgn your will before you sup from home. 
" Some fiery fop, with new commission vain. 
Who sleeps on brambles till he kills his man ; 
Som^ frolic drunkard, reeling from a feast. 
Provokes a broil, and stabs you for a jest 
'* Yet ev'n these heroes, mischievously gay. 
Lords of the street, and terrors of the way ; 
Flusb'd as they are with iblly, youth, anH wine. 
Their prudent insults to the poor confine j 
Afar they mark the fiambeau'a bright approach. 
And shun the shining train, and golden coach. 

" In vain, these dangers past, your doors you close, 
-And hope the balmy blessings of repose ; 
Cruel with guilt, and daring with despair. 
The midnight murd'rer bursts the faithless bar ; 

•* ■ Powia ignaTUS baberi, 

Et subiti ctwus improvidui, ad 'ccenam si 
Inteatatus ea*. 

" Ebrius et petulans, qui nullum forte cecidit, 
Dat pcenas, uactem patitur lugentis amicum 
Feleldn. — - 

'* — Sed, quomvti improbui anmg, 
Atque mero feireni, oaret hunc, quern coccina l«na 
Vitari jubet, et comitum longiggimuB ordo, 
Multam pneterea flammarum, atque anea lampai. 

" Nee tamen hoc tantum metuas: nam qui spdiet ie 
Nou de«rlt i dauiuB domibus, &c. 
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Invades the sacred hour iif silent rest* 

And leaves* unseen, a dagger in your breast. 

^'^ Scarce can our fields, such crowds at Tyburn die. 
With hemp the gallows and the fleet supply. 
Fiopose your schemes, ye senatorian band. 
Whose ''wayr and means support the sinking land : 
Lest ropes be wanting in the tempting spring* 
To rig another convoy for the Iting.t 

'^ A single gaol, in Alfred's golden reign. 
Could half the nation's criminals contain $ 
Fair Justice, then, without constraint ador'^^ . 
Held high the steady scale, but sheath'd the sword ^ 
No spies were paid, no special juries known. 
Blest age ! but ah i how di£f*rent from our own ! 

" . Much* could I add, — but see the boat at hand. 
The tide retiring calls me ftom the land : 
^' Farewell !— When youth, and health, and fortune 

spent. 
Thou fly'st for refuge to the wilds of Kent j 

*^ Maxiinus in vinc^s ferri modus; ut dmeat, ne 
Vomer deficiat, ne morrte et sarcula desint. 

" Felices proavorum Btavoa, felicia dicaa 
Secula, quK quondam sub regibus atque tribunia 
Viderunt uno contentam caicere Romam. 

^° His alias poteram, et pluriea subnectere causa* r 
Sed junienta vocant. 

^ . Erga vfde noBtri memot ; et quoties te 

Soma tuo refici properantem reddet Aquino, 
Me quoque ad Eleuainam Cererem, vestramque Dianam 
Convelle- & Cumia : saUrarum ego, ni pudet illas, 
Adjutor gelidos veniam calligatus in agros. 

' A cant'termio the House of Commons for methods of TBiGiajg 
money* 

f The nation was i^scontented at the visits made by the kfng 
to Hanover. 
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And, tir^d like me with follies and with crimes, 
In angry numbers wam'^t SDCceeding times ; 
Then shall, thy friend^ nor thou refuse his aid. 
Still foe to vice, forsake his Cambrian shade ; 
In virtue's cause once more exert his rage, 
Thy satire point, and animate thy page. 
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VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES, 



IN lUITATIOK OP THE 



TENTH SATIRE OF JUVENAL. 



Let* Observation, with extensive viev. 
Survey mankind from China to Peru ; 
Remark each anxious toil, each eager strife 
And watch the busy scenes of crowded lifg ; 
Then say how hope and fear, desire and hate, 
O'erspread with snares the clouded maze of &te, 
"Where wav*ring man, betray*d by vent'rous pride 
To chase the dreary piths without a guide, 
As treacherous phantoms in the mist delude, 
Shuns fancied UIs, or chases airy good ; 
How rarely Reason guides the stubborn choice, 
Rules the bold band, or prompts the suppliant voice; 
How nations sink, by darling schemes oppress'd. 
When Vengeance listens to the fool's request. 
Fate wings with ev'ry wish tb* afflictive dart. 
Each gift of nature and each ^ace of art ; 
With fatal heat impetuous courage glows. 
With fatal sweetness elocution flows. 
Impeachment stops the speaker's powerful breath. 
And restless fire precipitates on death. 
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* But, scarce observ'd, the knowing and the bold 
Fall in the gen'ral massacre of gold ; 

Wide wasting pest ! that rages unconfin'd. 
And crowds with crimes the records of mankind.; 
For gold his iword the hireling ruffian draws, 
, For gold the hireling judge distorts the laws ; 
"Wealth heaped on wealth, nor truth nor si^ety buys* 
The dangers gather as the treasures rise. 

Let Hist'ry tell where rival kings commandi 
And dubious title shakes the madded land. 
When statutes glean the refuse of the sword. 
How much more safe the vassal than the lord ; 
Low skulks the hind beneath the rage of power. 
And leaves the wealthy traitor in the Tower, 
Untouch'd his cottage, and his slumbers sound, 
Tho' Confiscation's vultures hover round. 

The needy traveller, serene and gay. 
Walks the wild heath, and sings his toil away. 
Does envy seize thee ? cnish th* upbraiding joy. 
Increase his riches, and his peace destroy. 
Now fears in dire vicissitude invade. 
The rustling brake alarms, and quiv'ring shade, 
Nor light nor darkness bring his pain relief. 
One shews the plunder, and one hides the thief. 

Yet t still one gen'ral ciy the skies assails. 
And gain and grandeur load the tainted gales ; 
Few know the toiling statesman's fear or care^ 
Til* insidious rival and the g^ing heir. 

Once t more, Democritus, arise on earth. 
With cheerful wisdom and instructive mirth. 
See motley life in modem trappings dress'd. 
And feed with varied fools th' eternal jest : 

• Ver. 13-22. i V«r. 2»— 27. t Ver. SSr-55. , 
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Thou'wlio could'st laugh where want endiaiii'd 

caprice, 
Toll crush'd conceit^ and man was of a piece ; 
Where wealth unloved without a mourner dy*d ; 
And fcarce a sycophant was fed by pride ; 
Where ne'er was known the form of mode debate, 
Or seen a new>made mayor's unwieldy state ; 
Where change of fav'rites made no change of laws. 
And senates heard before they judg'd a cause ; 
How would'st thou shake at Britain's modish tsibe. 
Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibe ? 
Attentive truth and nature to descry, 
And pierce each scene with philosophic eye. 
To thee were solemn toys, or empty show. 
The robes of pleasure and the veils of woe : 
All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain. 
Whose joys are causeless, or whose griefs are vain. 

Sudi was the scorn that fill'd the sage's mind, 
Renew'd at ev'ry glance on human kind ; 
How just that scorn ere yet thy voice declare. 
Search ev'ry state, and canvass ev*ry prayer. 

* Unnumber'd suppliants crowd Preferment's 
gate, 
Athirst for wealth and burning to be great ; 
Delusive Foitune hears th' incessant call. 
They mount, th^y shine, evaporate, and fall. 
On ev'ry stage the foes of peace attend, 
Hate dogs their flight, and insult mocks their end. 
Love ends with hope, the sinking statesman's door 
Pours in the jnorning worshipper no more ; 
For .growing names the weekly scribbler lies. 
To Rowing wealth the dedicator fJies ; 
• Ver.Se— 107- 
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From ev'iy room descends the painted face. 
That hung the bright palladium of the place ; 
And, smok'd in kitchens, or in auctions sold. 
To better features yields the frame of gold ; 
For now no more we trace in ev'ry line 
Heroic worth, benevolence divine : 
The form distorted justifies the fall. 
And detestation rids th' indignant wall. 

But will not Britain hear the last appeal. 
Sign her foes' doom, or guard her fav'ntes' zeal ? 
Thro* Freedom's sons no more remonstrance rings^ 
Degrading nobles arid controlling kings ; 
Our supple tribes repress their patriot throats, 
And ask no questions but the price of votes ^ 
With weekly libels and septennial ale. 
Their wish is full to riot and to rail. 

In full-blown dignity, see Wolsey stand, 
Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand : 
To him the church, the realm, their powers consign. 
Through him the rays of regal bounty shine, 
Turn'd by his nod the stream of honour flows, 
His smile alone security bestows : 
Still to new heights his restless wishes tower. 
Claim leads to claim, and power advances power ; 
Till conquest unresisted ceas'd to please. 
And rights submitted left him none to seize. 
At length his sov'reign frowns — the train of state 
Mark the keen glance, atd watch the sign to hate. 
Where'er he turns he meets a stranger's eye. 
His suppliants scorn htm, and his followers fly ; 
Now drops at once the pride of awful state. 
The golden canopy, the glitt'ring plate. 
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The regal palace, the luxurious board. 
The liv'ried army, and the menial lord. 
With age, vith cares, with maladies, oppress'd. 
He seeks Uie refuge of monastic rest. 
Grief aids disease, remember'd folly stings. 
And his last sighs reproach the faidi of kings. 

Speak thou, whose thoughts athumble peace repiue. 
Shall Wolsey's wealth, with Wolsey's end, be thine ? 
Or liv'st thou now, with safer pride content. 
The wisest Justice on the banks- of Trent ? 
-For, why did Wolsey, near the steeps of &te. 
On weak foundations raise th' enormous weight? 
Why bat to sink beneath misfortune's blow, 
With louder ruin to the guld below ? 

* What gave great Viltiers to th' assassin's knife. 
And fix'd disease on Harley's closing life ? 
What murder'd Wentworth, and what exil'd Hyde, 
By kings protected, and to kings allied ? 
'What but their wish indulg'd in courts to shine. 
And power too great to keep, or to resign ? 

+ When first the College rolls receive his name, 
The young enthusiast quits his ease for fame ; 
Resistless burns the fever of renown, 
Caught from the strong contagion of the gown : 
O'er Bodiey's dome his future labours spread. 
And t Bacon's mansion trembles o'er his head. 
Are these thy views ? Proceed, illustrious youth, 
■And virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth ! 

• Ver. 108—113. f Ver. 114—132. 

} There is a tradition, ttiat the study of Friar Bacon, built on 
an arch over the bridge, will fall when a man greater than Bacon 
shsJl pa» under it. 



D,g,t,.?<ii„ Google 



OF aUMAH WISHES. 155 

Yet, shouM thy soul iDdu]g;e the-gen'rous heat 
Till captive Sdence yields her last retreat ; 
Should Reason guide iJiee with her brightest ray. 
And pour on misty Doubt resistless day ; 
Should no false kindness lure to loose delist. 
Nor praise relax, nor difficulty fright. 
Should tempting Novelty thy cell refrain, 
And Sloth effuse her opiate fumes in vain ; 
Should Beauty blunt on fops her'fatal dart. 
Nor claim the triumph of a lettered heart ; 
Should no disease thy torpid veins invad^ 
Nor Melaacholy's phantoms haunt thy shade ; 
Yet hope, not life ftom grief or danger fre^ 
Nor think the doom of man revers'd for thee : 
Deign on the passing world to turn thine eyes, 
And pause awhile from Letters, to be wise ; 
"There mark what ills the scholar's life assail, 
Toilt envy,. want, the patron, and the gaol. 
See nations, slowly wise and meanly just. 
To buried merit raise the tardy bust. 
If dreams yet flatter, once again attend. 
Hear Lydiat's life, and Galileo's end. 

Nor deem, when Learning her last prize bestows. 
The glitt'ring eminence exempt from foes ; 
See, when the vulgar ^scapes, despis'd or aw'd, 
Rebellion's vengeful talons seize on Laud. 
From meaner minds, though smaller fines content. 
The plunder'd palace, or sequester'd rent ; 
Mark'd out by dang'rbus parts, he meets the shock, 
And fatal Learning leads him to the block : 
Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep, 
But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and sleep. 
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* The festal blazes, the triumphal show. 
The ravish' (1 standard, and the captive foe, 
The senate's thanks, the Gazette's pompous tale, 
"With force resistless o'er the brave prevail. 
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Asia whirl'd. 
For such the steady Romans shook the world ; 
For such in distant lands the Britons shine, 
And stain with blood the Danube or the Rhine i 
This power has praise that virtue scarce^can warm, 
Till fame supplies the universal charm. 
Yet reason frowns on War's unequal game. 
Where wasted nations raise a single name ; 
And mortgag'd states their grandsires' wreaths regret, 
fVom age to age in everlasting debt ; 
Wreaths which at last the dear-bought right convey 
To nlst on medals, or on stones decay. 

t On what foundation stands the warrior's pride, 
How just his hopes, let Swedish Charles decide ; 
A frame of adamant, a soul of iire, 
No dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 
O'er love, o'er fear, extends his wide domain, 
Unconquer'd lord of pleasure and of pain j 
No joys to him pacific sceptres yield, 
War sounds the trump, he rushes to the field ; 
Behold surrounding kings their powers combing 
And one capitulate, and one resign ; 
Peace courts his hand, but spreads her charms in vain ; 
** Think nothing gain'd," hecries, " till nought remaiii. 
On Moscow's walls till Gothic standards fly. 
And all be mine beneath the polar sky." 
The march begins in inilitary state. 
And nations on his eye suspended wait ; 

• Ver. 133— 146. + Ver. 147—167. 
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Stem Famine guards the solitary coast» 
And Winter barricades the realms of Frost ; 
He comes, oor want nor cold bis course delay jt 
Hide, blushing Glory, hide Fultowa'i day : 
The vanquish'd hero leaves his broken bands. 
And shews his miseries in distant lands j 
Condemned a needy supplicant to wait, 
While ladies interpose, and slaves debate. 
But did not Chance at length her error mend ? 
Did no subverted empire mark his end ? 
' Did rival monarchs give the iatat wound ? 
Or hostile millions press him to the ground ? 
His fall was destin'd to a barren strand, 
A petty fortress, and a dubious hand ; 
He lefl the name, at which the world grew pale. 
To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 

• All times their scenes of pompous woes afford. 
From Persia's tyrant to Bavaria's lord. 
In gay hostility and barb'rous pride. 
With half mankind embattled at his side, 
Great Xerxes comes to seize the certain prey. 
And starves exhausted regions in his way ; 
Attendant Flatt'ry counts his myriads o'er, 
Till counted myriads sooth his pride no more ; 
Fresh praise is tried till madness fires his mind. 
The waves he lashes, and enchains the wind, 
Newpow'rs are claim'd, newpow'rs are still bestow'd. 
Till rude resistance lops the spreading god ; 
The daring Greeks deride the martial show, 
And heap their valleys with the gaudy foe j 
Th' insulted sea with humbler thought he gains, 
A single skifT to speed his flight remains ; 
• Ver. 168—187. 
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Th' incumbered oar scarce leaves tbe drcjaded coast 
Through purple billows and a floating host. 
, The bold BavariaOj in a luckless hour. 
Tries tbe dread summits of Csesarean power, 
With unexpected legions bursts away. 
And sees defenceless realms receive bis sway ; 
Short sway ! fmr Austria spreads hermoumful charms, 
The queen, the beauty, sets the world in arms ; 
From hill to hill tbe beacon's rousing blaze 
Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praise ; 
Tlie fierce Croatian, and Uie wild Hussar, 
With all the sons of ravage crowd the war j 
The baffled prince, in honour's flatt'ring bloom 
Of hasty greatness, finds tbe fatal doom j 
His foes' derision, and his subjects' blame. 
And steals to death from anguish and from shame. 

* Enlarge my life with multitude of days ! 
In health, in sickness, thus the suppliant prays ; 
Hides from himself his state, and sbuns to know. 
That life protracted is protracted woe. 
Time hovers o'er, impatient to destroy. 
And shuts up all tbe passages of joy ; 
In vain their gifts the bounteous seasons pour. 
The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flower ; 
With listless eyes the dotard views tbe store. 
He views, and wonders that they please no mme; 
Now pall the tasteless meats, and joyless wine^ 
And Luxury with sigbs her slave resigns. 
Approach, ye minstrels, try the soothing strain. 
Diffuse tbe tuneful lenitives of pain : 
No sounds, alas ! would touch th' impervious ear. 
Though dancing mountains witness Orpheus near ; 

* Ver. 188—288. 
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Nor lute nor lyre hia feeble powers attend. 

Nor sweeter music of a virtuous friend J 
But everlasting dictates crowd his tongue, 
Perversely grave, or positively wrong. 
The still returning tale, and liog'ring jest. 
Perplex the fawning niece and pamper'd gues^ 
While growing hopes scarce awe the gath'ring sneer. 
And scarce a legacy can bribe to hear ; 
The watchful guests still hint the last offence ; 
-The daughter's petulance, the son's expense. 
Improve his heady rage with treach'rous skill. 
And mould his passions till they make his will. 

Unnumber'd maladies his joints invade. 
Lay siege to life, and press the dire blockade ; 
But unextinguish'd Av'rice still remains. 
And dreaded losses aggravate his pains ; . 
He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands. 
His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands ; 
Or views his coffers with suspicious eyes. 
Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 

But grant, the virtues of a temp'rate prime. 
Bless with an age exempt from sewn or crime ; 
An age that mdts with unperceiv'd decay. 
And glides in modest innocence away ; 
Whose peaceful day Benevolence endears. 
Whose night congratulating Conscience cheers ; 
The gen'ral fav'rite as the gen'ral friend : 
Such age there is, and who shall wish its end ? 

Yet ev'n on this her load Misfortune flings. 
To press the weary minutes' flagging wings j 
New sorrow rises as the day returns, 
A sister ackens, or a dau^ter mourns. . 
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Now kindred Merit fills the sable bier, 
Now lacerated Friendsliip claims a tear ; 
Year chases year, decay pursues decay, 
Still drops some joy from with'riog life away j 
New forms arise, and different views engage. 
Superfluous lags the vet'ran on the stage. 
Till pitying Nature signs the last release. 
And bids afflicted worth retire to peace. 

But few there are whom hours like these await* 
Who set unclouded in the gulfs of Fate. 
fVom Lydia*s monarch should the search descend. 
By Solon cautionM to regard his end. 
In life's last scene what prodigies surprise. 
Fears of the brave, and follies of the wise ! 
From Marlb'rough's eyes the streams of dotage flaw. 
And Swift expires a driv'ler and a show. 

• The teeming mother, anxious for her race. 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face ; 
Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty spring ^ 
And Sedley cuts'd the form that pleas'd a king. 
Ye nymphs of rosy lips and radiant eyes, 
"Whom Pleasure keeps too busy to be wise ; 
Whom joys with soft varieties invite. 
By day the frolic, and the dance by night ; 
Who frown with vanity, who smile with art. 
And ask the latest fashion of the heart ; 
What care, what rulesyourheadlesscharmsshallsave. 
Each nymph your rival, and each youth your slave ? 
Against your fame with fondness hate combines. 
The rival batters, and the lover mines. 
With distant voice neglected Virtue calls. 
Less heard and less, the faint remonstrance falls ; 
* Ver. 289— S45. 
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Tir'd with contempt, she quits the slipp'ry reigiii 
And Pride and Prudence take her seat in vain. 
In crowd at once» where none the pass defend, 
The harmless freedom, and the private friend. 
The guardians yield, by force superior plied j 
To Int'rest, Prudence i and to Flatt'ry, Pride. 
Here Beauty falls betrayed, despised, distress'd, 
And hissing Infamy proclaims the rest. 
•Where then shallHopeandFear their objectsfind? 
Must dull Suspense corrupt the stagnant mind ? 
Must helpless man in ignorance sedate,^ 
RoU darkling down the torrent of his fate? 
Must no dislike alarm, no wishes rjse. 
No cries invoke the mercies of the skies ? 
Inquirer, cease ; petitions yet remain 
Which Heaven may hear, nor deem Religion vain. 
Still raise for good the supplicating voice. 
But leave to Heaven the measure and the choice. 
Safe in his power, whose eyes discern afar 
The secret ambush of a specious prayer ; 
Implore his aid, in his decisions rest. 
Secure whatever he gives, he gives the best. 
Yet, when the sense of sacred presence fires. 
And strong devotion to the skies aspires. 
Pour forth thy fervours for. a healthful mind. 
Obedient passions, and a will resigned j 
For love, which scarce collective man can fill ; 
For patience, sov'reign o'er transmuted ill ; 
For faith, that, panting for a happier seat. 
Counts death kind Nature's signal of retreat : 

* Ver. 816—966. 
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These goods for man the laws of Heaven ordaio, 
These goods he grants* who grants the power to 

gain; 
With these celestial Wisdom calms the mind. 
And makes the happiness she doe» not find. 



PROLOGUE 

SFOKBN BT MB OABBICK, 

Jl tin Opening tflht ThMr* Baj/O, Dntry-tane, l?4r. 

When learning's triumph o'er her barb'rous foes 
First rear'd the stage, immortal Shakspeare rose ; 
Each change of many-colour'd life he drev, 
Exhausted worlds, and then imagin'd new : 
Existence saw him spurn her bounded reigo. 
And panting Time toil'd after him in vain. 
His powerful strokes presiding Truth impress'd, 
And unresisted Passion storm'd the breast. 

Then Jonson came, instructed fVom the school. 
To please in method, and invent by rule ; 
His studious patience and laborious art. 
By regular approach, assail'd the heart : 
Cold Approbation gave the ling*ring bays. 
For those, who durst not censure, scarce couldpraise^ 
A mortal born, he met the gen'ral doom. 
But left, like Egypt's kings, a lasting tomb. 

The wits of Charles found easier ways to fame, 
Kor wish'd for Jonson's art, or Shakspeare's flame' 
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Hiemselves thejr studied, as tbey felt thejr writ ; 
Intrigue was plot, obscenity was wit. 
Vice always found a sympathetic friend $ 
They pleas'd their age, and did noteim to mend* 
Yet bards like these aspir*d to lasting praise. 
And proudly hop'd to pimp in future days. 
Their cause was gen'ral, their supports were strong. 
Their slaves were willing, and their reign was long : 
Till Shame regain'd the post that Sense betray'd. 
And Virtue cali'd Oblivion to her aid. 

Then, crush'd by rules, and weaken'd as refined. 
For years the power of Tragedy declined j 
From bard to bard the frigid caution crep^ 
TUl Declamation roar*d whilst Passicm slept { 
Yet still did Virtue deign the stage to tread. 
Philosophy remain'd, though Nature fled. 
But forc'd, at length, her ancient reign to quit. 
She saw great Faustus lay the ghost of Wit ; 
Exulting Folly hail'd the joyful day, 
And Pantomime and Song conflrm'd her sway. 

But who the coming changes! can presage. 
And mark the future periods of the stage ? 
Perhaps, if skill could distant times explore. 
New Behns, new Burfeys, yet remain in store j 
Perhaps where Lear has rav'd, and Hamlet died, 
On flying cars new sorcerers may ride ; 
Perhaps (for who can guess th' effects of chance ?) 
Here Hunt may box, or Mahomet* may dance. 

Hard is his lot that, here by Fortune plac*d. 
Must watch the wild vicissitudes of taste ; 

* Hunt, a lamous boxer on the atage ; Mahomet^ a rope- 
dancer, who had exhibit«d at Covrat-Garden Theatre the whi- 
ter before, >aid to be a Turk. 
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With ef*Ty meteor of caprice must playi 
And chase the new-blown bubbles of the day^ 
Ah ! let not Censure term our fate our choice, 
The stage but echoes back the public voice ; 
The drama's laira, the drama's patrons give, 
For we that live to please, must please to live. 
Then prompt no more the follies jou decry, 
As tyrants doom their tools of guilt to die ; 
'Tls yours, this night, to bid the reign commence 
Of rescued Nature and reviving Sense ; 
To chase the charms of Sound, the pomp of ShoV, 
For useful Mirth and salutary Woe i 
Bid scenic Virtue form the rising age, 
And Truth diffuse her radiance from the stage. 
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PROLOGUE. 



Ye glittering train, whom lace and velvet bless. 
Suspend the sof^ solicitudes of dress ! 
From grov'ling business and superfluous care. 
Ye sons of Avarice, a moment spare ! 
Vot'ries of Fame, and worshippers of Power, 
Dismiss the pleasing phantoms for an hour ! 
Our daring Bard, with spirit unconfin'd. 
Spreads wide the mighty moral for mankind. 
Learn here how Heaven supports the virtuous raind« 
Daring, though calm; and vig'rous, ihoughresign'd. 
Learn here what anguish racks the guilty breast> 
In power dependent, in success deprest. 
Learn here that peace from Innocence mnst flow ; 
All else is empty sound and idle show. 

If truths like these with pleasing language join ; 
Ennobled, yet unchang'd, if Nature shine } 
If no wild draught depart from Reason's rules. 
Nor gods his heroes, nor his lovers fools ; 
Intriguing Wits ! his artless plot forgive ; 
And spare him. Beauties! though his lovers live. 

Be this at least his praise, be this his pride ; 
To'force applause no modern arts are tried. 
Should partial cat-calls all his hopes confound. 
He bids no trumpet quell the fatal sound. 
Should welcome sleep relieve the weary wit. 
He rolls no thunders o'er the drowsy pit. 
No snares to captivate the judgment spreads ; 
Nor bribes your eyes to prejudice your heads. 
Unmov'd though Witlings sneer and Rivals rail ; 
Studious to please, yet not asham'd to fail.' 
He scorns the meek address, the suppliant strain. 
With merit needless, and without it vain. 
In Reason, Nature, Truth, he dares to trust : 
Ye Fops, be silent j and ye Wits, be just ! 



r:,9,N..<ib, Google 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 



MEN. 

Marouxt, Emperor of the Turki, Mr Basrt. 

Cali Bassa, First VJder, Mr Bkbrt. 

Mdstapha, a Turkish Aga, Mr Sowdkw. 

Abdalla, an Officer, Mr Havard. 

Hasan, l„ ,.. „ fMrUsHBK. 

Carasa, i Turk^h Captains, \^^ ^^^^^^ 

Dbmitrids, 1 , „ . , (Mr Garrick. 

MuHzA, an Eunuch, . Mr Kimo. 



Irbn""' } ^^^^ ^'"^^''' 



{Mrs C IBB BR. 
Mrs PRITCHARD. 



AttendanU on Ijtxtrs. 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I.— Dbmetriub and Leontius* in 
Turkish Habits. 



And is it thus Demetrius meets bis friend, 
Hid in the mean disguise of Turkish robes. 
With servile secrecy to lurk in shades. 
And vent our suff*nDgs in clandestine groans? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Till breathless fury rested from destruction. 
These groans were fatal, these disguises vain : 
But DOW our Turkish conquerors have quench'd 
Their rage, and pall'd their appetite of murder i 
No more the glutted sabre thirsts for blood. 
And weary cruelty remits her tortures; 

LEONTIUS. 

Yet Greece enjoys no gJeam of transient hope, 
Net soothing interval of peaceful sorrow ; * 
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The lust of gold succeeds the rage of conquest* 
The lust of gold» unfeeling and remorseless* 
The last corruption of degenerate man ! 
Urg'd by th* imperious soldier's fierce command* 
The groaning Greeks break up their golden caverns, 
Pregnant with stores that India's mines might envy, 
Th* accumulated wealth of toiling ages. 

DEMETRIUS. 

That wealth, too sacred for their country's use ! 
That wealth, too pleasing to be lost for freedom ! 
That wealth, which, granted to their weeping prince. 
Had rang'd embattled nations at our gates ! 
But^ thus reserv'd to lure the wolves oi Turkey, 
Adds shame to grief, and infamy to ruin. 
Lamenting Av'rice now too late discovers 
Her own n^Iected in the public safety. 



Reproach not misery,— The sons of Greece, 

Ill-^ated race ] so oft besieg'd in vain^ 

With false security beheld invasion. 

"Why should they fear? — That Power that kindly 

q)reads 
The clouds, a signal of impending showers, 
To warn the wandering lionet to the shade. 
Beheld without concern expiring Greece, 
And not one prodigy foretold our fate. 

DEUETRIDS. 

A thousand horrid prodigies foretold it. 
A feeble government, eluded law^ 
A factious pomace, luxurious nobles, 
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And all the maladies of sinking states. 
When public villany, too strong for justice, 
Shews his bold front, the harbinger of ruin. 
Can brave JLeontiiis call for airy wonder^ 
Which cheats interpret, and which fools regard ? 
When some neglected fabric nods beneath 
The weight pf years> and totters to the tempest) 
Must Heaven despatch the messengers of lights 
Or wake the dead, to warn us of its &U ? 



Well might the weakness of our empire sink 
Before such foes o£ more than human force ; 
Some Power invisible, from heaven or hell. 
Conducts their armies and asserts their cause. 

DEMBTRIUa. 

And yet, my friend, what miracles vrae wrought 
Beyond the power of constancy and coura^ ? 

Did unresisted lightning aid their cannon ? 
Did roaring whirlwinds sweep us from the ramparts ? 
'Twas vice that shook our nerves,' twas vice,LecHitiu8^ 
That froze our veins, and wither'd all our powers. 



Whatever our crimes, our woes demand arnipassiiMi. 
Ea«h n^t, protected by the friendly daiimras. 
Quitting my close retreat, I range the city. 
And, weeding, kiss the venerable ruins : 
With silent pangs I view the towering domes. 
Sacred to prayer ; and wander through the streets, 
Where commerce Uvish'd unexhausted plenty. 
And jollity maintained eternal reveli.-" 
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■^How chang'd, alas !— Now ghastly desolation 
In triumph sits upon our shatter*d spires ; 
Now superstition, ignorance, and errofj 
Usuip our temples, and profane our altars; 



From ev'ry palace bursts a mingled clamour. 
The dreadful dissonance of barb'rous triumph. 
Shrieks of afiright and wailings of distress. 
Oft when the cries of violated beauty 
Arose to heaven, and pierc'd my bleeding breaaf; 
I felt thy pains, and trembled for Aspasia. 

OEUETKIUS. 

Aspasia ! spare that lov'd, that mournful name : 
Dear hapless maid— ^tempestuous grief overbears 
^ My reasoning powers— Dear, hapless, lost^ Aspasia ! 



Suspend the thought. 

DEMETRIUS. 

All thought on her is madness ; 
Yet let me think— I see the helpless maid. 
Behold tJie monsters gaze with savage rapture. 
Behold how lust and rapine struggle round her ! 

LEONTIUS. 

Awake, Demetrius, from this dismal dream, 

Sink not beneath imaginary sorrows ; 

Call to your aid your courage and your wisdom ; 
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Think on the sudden change of human scenes ; 
Think on the various accidents of war ; 
Think on the mighty power of awful virtue ; 
Thiuk on that Providence that guards the good. 

DEHETBIDS. 

O Providence ! extend thy cafe to me, 
For courage droops unequal to the combat, . 
And weak philosophy denies her succours. 
Sure some kind sabre in the heat of battle. 
Ere yet the foe found leisure to be cruel, 
Dismiss'd her to the sky. 



Some vii^iin-mart^r. 
Perhaps, enamour'd of resembling virtue. 
With gentle hand restrain'd the streams of life. 
And snatch'd her timely from her country's fate. 

DEUETBIDS. 

From those bright regions of eternal day. 

Where now thou shin'st among thy fellow-saints. 

Arrayed in purer light, look down on me : 

In pleasing visions and aasuasive dreams, 

O ! sooth my soul and teach me how to lose thee. 



Enough of unavailing tears, Demetrius: 
I came obedient to thy friendly summons, 
And hop'd to share thy counsels, not thy sorrows : 
While thus we mourn the fortune of Aspasia, 
To what are we reserv'd ? 
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DEMGTBIUS. 

To vhat I know not : 
But hopCf yet fao^ to bappiDess and honour j 
If happiness can be without Aspasia. 

LEONTIUS. 

But whence this new-spnmg hope? 

DEMETRIUS. 

From Call Bassa^ 

The chief whose wisdom guides the Turkish counsels. 
He, tir'd of slav'ry, though the highest slave. 
Projects at once our freedom and his own ; 
And bids, us thus disguisM await him here. 



Can he restore the state he could not save ? 
In vain, when Turkey's troops assail'd our walls. 
His kind intelligence betrayM their measures ; 
Their arms prevail'd though Cali was our friend. 

DEMETRIUS. 

When the tenth sun had set upon our sorrows. 
At midnight's private hour, a voice unknown 

Sounds in my sleeping ear, * Awake, Demetrius, 
* Awake, and follow me to belter fortunes.' 
Surpris'd I start, and bless the happy dream ; 
Then, rousing, know the fiery chief Abdalla, 
Whose quick impatience seiz'd my doubtful hand. 
And led roe to the shore where Cali stood, 
Pensive and list'ning to the beating surge. 
There, in soft bints and in ambiguous phrase. 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



A TBAOEDT. VfS 

^th all Uie diffidence of long experience. 
That oil had practis*d fraud, and oft detected. 
The vet'ran conifer half reveal'd his prefect. 
By his command, equipped for speedy flight. 
Deep in a winding creek a galley lies, 
Mann'd with the bravest of our fellow-captives. 
Selected by my care, a hardy band. 
That long to hail thee chief. 

WOMTIUS. 

But what avails 
So small a force ? or why should Cali fly ? 
Or how can Call's flight restore our country ? 

DEMETBIUa. 

Reserve these questions for a safer hour j 
Or hear himself, for see the Bassa comes. 



SCENE IL— Dbmbtrxus, Lbohtius, Cali Bassa* 



Kow summon all thy soul, illustrious Christian ! 
Awake each faculty that sleeps within thee. 
The courtier's policy, the sage's firmness, 
The warrior's ardour, and the patriot's zeal : 
If chasing past events with vain pursuit. 
Or wand'ring in the wilds of future being, 
A single thought now rove, recal it home. 
' But can thy friend sustain the glorious cause. 
The cause of liber^, the cause of nations ? 
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Observe him closely with a state^paan's eye. 
Thou that hast loDg perus'd the draughts of Nature, 
Aud know'st the characters of vice and virtue. 
Left by the hand of Heaven on human clay. 



His mien ia lofly^ his demeanour great* 
Nor sprightly folly wantons in his air. 
Nor dull serenity becalms his eyes. 
Such had I trusted once as soon as seen, 
But cautious age suspects the flattering fom^ 
And only credits what experience tells. - 
Has silence press'd her seal upon his lips ? 
Does adamantine faith invest his heart ? 
Will he not bend beneath a tyrant's frown ? 
Will he not melt before ambition's fire ? 
Will he not soften in a friend's embrace ? 
Or flow dissolving in a woman's tears ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Sooner the trembling leaves shaU And a voice. 
And tell the secrets of their conscious walks ; 
Sooner the breeze shall catch the flying sounds. 
And shock the tyrant with a tale of treason. 
Your slaughter'd multitudes, that swell the shore 
With monuments of death, proclaim his courage ; 
Virtue and liberty engross his soul. 
And leave no place for perfidy or fear. 

LEONTIDS. 

I scorn a trust unwillingly repos'd ; 
Demetrius will not lead me to dishonour ; 
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Consult in private, call me when your scheme 

Is ripe for action, and demands the sword. [Going-. 

DBMETBIUS. 

Iieontiua, stay. 

CALL 

Forgive an old man's weakness. 
And share the deepest secrets of my soul. 
My wrongs, my fears, my motives, my designs.—' 
When unsuccessful wars, and civil factions, 
Embroil'd the Turkish state, our Sultan's father. 
Great Amurath, at my request, forsook 
The cloister^s ease, resum'd the tott'ring throne, 
And snatch'd the reins of abdicated power 
From giddy Mahomet's unskilful hand. 
This iir'd the youthful king's ambitious breast ; 
He murmurs vengeance at the name of Cali, 
And dooms my rash fidelity to ruin. 



Unhappy lot of all that shine in courts, 
For forc'd compliance, or for zealous virtue, 
Still odious to the monarch, or the people. 



Such are the woes when arbitrary power. 

And lawless passion, hold the sword of justice. 

If there be any land, as fame reports, 

Where common laws restrain the prince and subject, 

A happy land, where circulating power 

Flows through each member of th' embodied state ; 

Sure, not unconscious of the m^hty blessing, 

VOL. I. M . 
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Her grateful khm shine bright with ev*rf virtue i 
Untainted with the lust of innovation. 
Sure all unite to hold her league of rule 
Unbroken as the sacred chain of nature. 
That Unks the jarring elements in peace. 



But say, great Bassa, why the Sultan's anger. 
Burning in vain, delays the stroke of death ? 



Young, and unsettled in his father's kingdoms* 
fierce as he was, he dreaded to destroy 
The empire's darling. and the soldier's boast; 
But now confirm'd, and swelling with his conquests^ 
Secure he tramples my declining fame. 
Frowns unrestrain'd, and dooms me with bis eyesr 

DEMETRIUS. 

What can reverse thy doom ? 

CALL 

The tyrant's death. 

DEMETRIUS. 

But Greece is still forgot. 

CALL 

On Ana's coasts 
Which lately bless'd my gentle government. 
Soon as the Sultan's unexpected fate 
Fills all th' astonish'd empire with confusion. 
My policy shall raise an easy throne ; 
The Turkish powers from Europe shall retreat, 
' And harass Greece no more with wasteful war. 
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A galley maan'd with Oreeka, thy charge, Leontius* 
Attends to waft us to repose and safety. 

DEUBTRlUfl. 

lliat vessel, if observed, alarms the court* 

Aad gives a thousand fatal questions birth : 

Why stor'd for flight? and why prepared by Cali? 



This hour 1*11 bc^* with unsui^ecthig fsoc^ 
Leave to perform my pilgrimi^e to Mecca ) 
IVhich granted, hides my purpose from the world. 
And, though refused, conceals it from the Sultan. 



How can a single band attempt a life 
Which armies guard, and citadeb enclose ? 



Foq^tful of command, with captive bcfuitiest 
Far from his troops, he toys his hours away. 
A roving soldier seized in Sophia's temple 
A viigin shining with diatinguish'd charms. 
And brou^t his beauteous plunder to the Sultan. 

SEUZTRIUS. 

In Sophia's temple !— What alarm !— Proceed. 

CALI. 

The Sultan gaz'd, he wonder'd, and he lov'd ; 
In passion lost, he bade the conqu'ring &ir 
Renounce her faith, and be the Queen of Ttn^cy. 
The pious maid, with modest indignation. 
Threw back the gUtt'ring bribe. 
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DBMETRIua. 

Celestial goodness ! 
It must, it must be she ; her name ? 

CALL 

Aspaaa. 

D&METBIUS. 

What hopes, what terrors rush upon my soul t 
O lead me quickly to thfi scetie of fate ; 
Break through the politician's tedious' forms c 
Aspasia calls me, let me fly to save her4 

' LEONTIUS. 

Did Mahomet reproach or praise her virtue f 

CALL 

His offers ofl repeated, still reius'd. 
At length rekindled his accustom'd fury, 
Andchang'dth'endearing smile and am*rou8whisper 
To threats (^torture, deaUi, and violatioD. 

DEMETRIUS. 

These tedious narratives of frozen age 
Distract my soul ; de^atch thyling^ringtalej 
Say, did a voice from Heaven restrain the tyrant?, 
Did interposing angels guard her from him? 



Just inthemoment of impending fate 
Another plund'rer brought the bright Irene $ 
Of equal beauty, but of softer inien. 
Fear in her^eye,. submission on her tongue, > 
Her mournful charms attracted his regards. 
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Disarm'd fala rage, and in r^ated visits 
Gaiald all his heart ; at length his eager lore ' 
To her transferr'd the offer of a crown, 

LEONTIUS. 

Nor found again the bright temptation fail? 



Trembling to grant, nor daring to refuse, 
While Heaven and Mahonaet divide her fearSi 
.-With coy caresses and with pleasing wiles 
She feeds his hopes, and sooths him to delay. 
For her» repose is banish'd from the night. 
And business from the day. In her apartments 
He live s— 

LEONTIUS. 

And there must fall. 

CALL 

But yet th* attempt 



Forbear to speak of hazards ; 
"What has the wretch that has surviv'd his country. 
His friends, his liberty, to hazard ? 

CALL 

Life. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Th* inestimable privilege of breathing! 
Important hazard ! What's that airy bubble^ 
When weigh'd with Oreece, ii^ith Virtue, with 

Aspasia? 
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A floating atom, dual tfatt SkUb unhuded 
Into the advens Kal^ nor *iakt» tbt balaocb. 



At least this day be calm — If we succeed, 
Aspasia's thine, and all thy life is Tapture.-— 
See ! Mustapba, the tyrant's minion, comes ; 
Invest Leontius with his new command. 
And wait Abdalla's unauspected visits : 
Remember Freedom, Glory, Greece, and Love. 

[^Exeunt Demetrius and Ltontira. 

SCENE III.'-jCali, Mustapba. 



By what enchantment does this lovely Greek 
Hold in her chains the captivated Sultan ? 
He tires his fav'rites with Irene's praise. 
And seeks the shades to nrnse upon Irene ; 
Irene steals unheeded from his tongue, 
And mingles unperceiv'd with ev'ry thought. 



Why should the Sultan shun the joys of beauty. 
Or arm his breast against the foroe of love? 
liove, that with sweet vicissitude relieves 
The warrior's labours and the monarch's cares. 
But will she yet receive the faith of Mecca ? 

HUSTAPHA. 

Those pow«-fiil tyrants of the female breast, 
S«Mt and Ambition, urge her to compliance ; 
Dresa'd in each charm of gay magnificence, 
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Alluring grandeur courts her to hii arms, 
Religioo calls her from the wished embnu:e. 
Faints future joyB^ and points to distant ^ories. 



Soon vill th* unequal contest be decided. 
Prospects, obscur'd by distance, faintly strike ; 
Each pleasure brightens at its near approach. 
And evVy danger shocks with double horror. 

MUSTAPHA. 

How shall I scorn the beautiful apostate ! 
How will the bright Aspasia shine above her ! 



Should she, for proselytes are always zealous. 
With pious warmth receive our Prophet's law- 



Heaven will contemn the mercenary fervour, 
' Which love of greatness, not of truth, inflames. 



Cease, cease thy censures, for the Sultan comes 
Alone, with am'rous haste to seek his love. 

SCENE IV. — Mahomet, Cali Bassa, Mustapha. 



Hail ! terror of the monarchs of the world. 
Unshaken be thy throne as earth's firm base, 
live till the sun forgets to dart his beams, 
And weary planets loiter in their courses. 
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But, Call, let Irene share thy prayers ; 
For what is length of days without Irene ? 
I come from empty noise, and tasteless pomp. 
From crowds that hide a monarch from himself. 
To prove the sweets of privacy and friendship. 
And dwell upon the beauties of Irene. 

'' CALF. 

may her beauties last unchang*d by time. 
As those that bless the mansions of the good ! 

MAHOMET. 

Each realm where beauty turns the graceful shape. 
Swells the fair breast or animates the glance, 
Adorns my palace with its brightest virgins j 
Yet, unacquainted with these sofl emotiops, 

1 walk'd superior through the blaze of charms, 
Prais'd without rapture, left without regret. 
Why rove I now, when absent from my fair. 
From solitude to crowds, from crowds to solitude 
Still restless, till I clasp the lovely maid, 

And ease my loaded soul upon her bosom ? 

MUSTAPHA. 

Forgive, great Sultan, that intrusive duty 
Inquires the final doom of Menodorus, 
The Grecian counsellor. 

" MAHOMET. 

Go see him die ; 
His martial rhetoric taught the Greeks resistance ; 
Had they prevaii'd I ne'er had known Irene. 

[£xfV Mustapht. 
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SCENE v.— Mahombt. Cau. 

MAHOMET. 

Remote from tumult, in th' adjoining palace^ 
Thy care shall guard this treasure of my soul j 
There let Aspasia, since my Fair entreats it. 
With converse chase the melancholy moments. 
Sure, chiU'd with sixty winter camps, thy blood 
At sight of female charms will glow no more. 



These years* bnconquer*d Mahomet, demand 
Desires more pure, and other cares than love. 
Long have I wish'd, before our Prophet's tomb. 
To pour my prayers for thy successful reign. 
To quit the tumults of the noisy camp, 
And sink into the silent grave in peace. 

MABOMET. 

What! think of peace while haughty Scanderbeg, 
Elate with conquest, in bis native mountains, 
Prowls o'er the wealthy spoils of bleeding Turkey ! 
While fair Hiingaria's unexhausted valleys 
Pour forth their legions, and the roaring Danube 
Rolls half his floods unheard thro* shouting camps! 
Nor could'st thou more support a life of sloth 
Than Amurath — 

CALL 

Still full of Amurath ! C^side. 

MAHOMET. 

Than Amurath, accustom'd to command. 
Could bear his son upon the Turkish throne. 
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This pilgrimage our lawgiver ordatn'd— 



For those who could not please by nobler service^ 
Out warlike Prophet loves an active faith. 
The holy flame of enterprising virtue 
Mocks the dull vows of solitude and penance. 
And scorns the lazy- hermit's cheap devotion. 
Shine thou, distinguish'd by superior merit, 
With wonted zeal pursue the task of war. 
Till ev*ry nation reverence the Koran, . 
And ev'iy suppliant lifl his eyes to Mecca. 



This regal confidence, this pious ardour. 
Let prudence moderate, though not suppress. 
Is not each realm that smiles with kinder suns, 
Or boasts a happier soil, already thine ? 
Extended empire, like expanded gold. 
Exchanges solid strength for feeble splendour. 

MAHOMET. 

Preach thy dull politics to vulgar kings, 
Thou know'st not yet thy master's future greatness 
His vast designs, his plans of boundless power. 
When ev'ry storm in my domain shall roar. 
When ev'ry wave shall beat a Turkish shore, 
' Then, Cali, shall the toils of battle cease. 
Then dream of prayer, and pilgrimage, and peace. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I.— AspAsiA, Ibihk. 



AsPASiAf yet pursue the sacred theme ; 
Exhaust the stores of pious eloquence, 
And teach me to repel the Sultan's passion. 
Stilt at Aspasia's voice a sudden rapture 
Exalts my soul and fortifies my heart. 
The glitt'ring vanities of empty greatness, 
The hopes and fears, the joys and pains of life. 
Dissolve in air, and vanish into nothing. 

ASFASIA. 

Let nobler hopes and juster fears succeed, 
And bar the passes of Irene's mind 
Against returning guilt. 

IRENE. 

When thou ait absent. 
Death rises to my view, with all his terrors ; 
Tlien visions, horrid as a murd'rer's dreams. 
Chill my resolves, and blast my blooming virtue : 
Stern Torture shakes his bloody scourge before me. 
And Anguish gnashes on the fatal wheel. 

AGFASIA. 

Since fear predominates in ev'ry thoughf, 
And swayi thy breast with abs^ute dominion. 
Think on th' insulting scorn, the conscious pangs. 
The future mis'ries that wait th' apostate ; 
So shall Timidity assist thy reason, 
And Wisdom into virtue turn thy frailty. 
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Will not that Power that form'd die heart of wotnaa. 
And wove the feeble texture of her jietves. 
Forgive those fears that shake the tender frame ? 



The weakness we lament, ourselves create ; 
Instructed from our infant years to court. 
With counterfeited fears, the aid of man. 
We learn to shudder at the rustling breeze. 
Start at the light, and tremble in the dark ; 
Tilt, affectation ripening to belief. 
And Folly frighted at her own chimerai. 
Habitual cowardice usurps the soul. 



Not all like thee can brave the shocks of fate. 
Thy soul, by nature great, enlarg*d by knowledge. 
Soars unincumber'd with our idle cares, 
And all Aspasia, but her beauty, 's man. 



Each gen'rous sentiment is thine, Demetrius, 
Whos^ soul, perhaps, yet mindful of Aspasia, 
Now hovers o'er this melancholy shade. 
Well pleas'd to find thy precepts not forgotten. 
O ! could- the grave restore the pious hero. 
Soon would his art or valour set us free. 
And bear us far from servitude ^ind crimei. 



, He yet may live. 
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( Alas ! delusive dream ! 

Too well I know him ; his immoderate courage, 
Th' impetuous sallies of excessive virtue. 
Too stmng for love, have hurried him on death. 

SCENE II. — AsFAsiA, IsENEj Cali, Abdalla. 

Cali to Abdalla, as tJiey advance. 

Behold our -future Sultauess, Abdalla;— 
I^t artful flatt'ry now, to lull suspicion, 
Glide through Irene to the Sultan's ear. 
"Wouldst thou subdue th' obdurate cannibal 
To .tender friendship, praise him to his mistress. 

[To Irene.] 
Well may those eyes that view these heav'nly charms 
Reject the daughters of contending kings j 
For what are pompous titles, proud alliance. 
Empire or wealth, to excellence like thine ? 

abdalla. 
Receive th' impatient Sultan to thy arms ; 
And may a long posterity of monarcbs. 
The pride and terror of succeeding days, 
Rise from the happy bed ; and future queens 
Difiine Irene's beauty through the world. 



Can Mahomet's imperial hand descend 
To clasp a slave ? or can a soul like mine, 
Unus'd to powerj and form'd for humbler scenes; 
Support the splendid miseries of greatness? 
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No regal pageant deqk'd with casual honoun* 
Scorn'd b^ bis subjects, trampled b^ hiafoeflj 
No feeble tyrant of a petty statq, 
Courts thee to shake on a dependant thixHW; 
Bom to command, as thou to charm mankind. 
The Sultan from himself derives his greatnesf. 
Observe, bright maid, as his resistless voice 
Drives on the tempest of destructive war. 
How nation after nation falls before him. 



At bis dread name the distant mquntains shake 
Their cloudy summits, and the sons of fiercen«ifl» 
That range uncivlliz'd from rock to rock. 
Distrust th' eternal fortresses of Nature, 
And wish their gloomy caverns more obscure. 



Forbear this lavish pomp of dreadful praise i 
The horrid images of war and slaughter 
Renew our sorrows, and awake our fears. 



Cali, methinks yon waving trees afford 
A doubtful glimpse of our approaching friends ; 
Just as I mark'd them they forsook the shore. 
And turn'd their h^aty steps towards the garden. 



Conduct these queens, Abdaila, to the palace : 
Such heavenly beauty, form'd for adoration, 
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The pride of monarchs, the reward of conquest ! 
Such beauty must not shine to vulgar eyes. 

SCENE III.— Cali, solus. 

How Heaven, in scom of human arrogance. 
Commits to trivial chance the fate of nations! 
While with incessant thought lahorious man 
Extends his mighty schemes of wealth and power. 
And towers and triumphs in ideal greatness i 
Some accidental gust of opposition 
Blasts all the beauties of his new creation^ 
O'ertums the fabric of presumptuous reason. 
And whelms the swelling architect beneath it. 
Had not the breeze untwin'd the meeting boughs, 
And through the parted shade disclos'd the Greeks, 
Th* important hour had pass'd unheeded by. 
In all the sweet oblivion of delight, 
in all the fopperies of meeting lovers ; 
In sighs and tears, in transports and embraces. 
In soil complaints, and idle protestations. 

SCENE IV. — Cali, Dsmstricb, LEONTitis. 



Could omens fright the resolute and wise. 
Well might we fear impending disappointments. 

LEONTIUS. 

Your artful suit, your monarch's Herce denial. 
The cruel doom of hapless Menodorus.— 

DEMBTRIVS. 

And your new charge, that dear, that heav'niy maJd.. 
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LEONTIUS. 

All this we know already from Abdalla. 

DEUETRIUS. 

Such slight defeats but animate the brave- 
To stronger efforts and maturer counsels. 



My doom confirm'd establishes my purpose. 
Calmly he heard till Amurath's resumption 
Hose to his thought and set his soul on fire : 
When from his lips the fatal name burst out, 
A sudden pause th* imperfect sense suspended. 
Like the dread stillness of condensing storms. 

DEMETRIUS. 

The loudest cries of Nature urge us forward j 
Despotic rage pursues the life of Cali ; 
His groaning country claims Leontius' aid j 
And yet another voice, forgive me, Greece, 
The powerful voice of Love inflames Demetrius, 
Each ling*ring hour alarms me for Aspasia. 

CALL 

What passions reign among thy crew, Lcontius ? 
Does cheerless diffidence oppress thetr hearts ? 
Or sprightly hope exalt their kindling spirits ? 
Do they with pain repress the struggling shout. 
And listen eager to the rising wind ? 

UEONTIUS. 

All there is hope, and gaiety, and courage. 
No cloudy doubts, or languishing delays ; 
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Ere I could xange them on the crowded deck, 
At oace an hundred voices tbuoder*d round me» 
And ev'iy voice was Liberty and Greece. 



Swifl, let us rush upon the careless tyrant. 
Nor give him leisure for another crime. 



Then let us now resolve, nor idly waste 
Another hour in dull deliberation. 

CALL 

But see* where, destin'd lo protract our counseh^ 
CcnnesMuBtapha. — Your Turkish robes concealyou. 
Retire with speed, while I prepare to meet him 
With artificial smiles, and seeming friendship. 

SCENE v.— Cali, Mustapha. 



I see the gloom that lowers upon thy brow j 
These days of love and pleasure charm not thee ; 
Too slow these gentle constellations roll ; 
Thou loDg'st for stars that frown on human kind. 
And scatter discord from theu: baleful beams. 

MUSTAPHA. 

How blest art thou, still jocund and serene, 
Beneath the load of business, and of years ! " 

CAU. 

Sure, by some wond'rous sympathy of souls^ 
My heart still beats responsive to the Sultan's } 

VOL, I. N 
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I sha^, b^ secret instinct, all his jays. 

And fbel no Bdrrow whfle my Hov'ieign smiles:- 

UUSTAPHA. 

The Sultan comes, impatient for his love ; 
Conduct her hither ; let no rude intrusion 
Molest these private walks, or care invade 
These hours assign'd to pleasure and Irene. 

SCENE VI.— Mahomet, Mbstapha- 

MAHOMET. 

Now, Mufitaphflf pursue thy tale of hoiror. 
Has treason's dire infection reach'd my palftce ? 
Can Call d»e the strc^e of heavenly justice 
In the dark precincts of the gaping grave. 
And load with perjuries bis parting soul ? 
Was it for this, that, ^ck'ning in Epirus, 
My father cali'd me to his couch of death, 
JoinM Call's hand tq mine, and falt'ring cried, 
Restrfiin the fervour of impetuous youth 
With.Venerable Cali*s faithful counsels ? 
' Are these the counsels ? This the faith of Cali ? 
Were all our favours lavish'd on a vilkin ? 
Confest ? 

UtJSTAPHA. 
t 

Confest by dying Menodorus. 
In his last agonies^the gasping coward. 
Amidst the tortures of the burning steel. 
Still fond of life, groan'd out the dreadful secret. 
Held forth this fatal scroll, dien sunk to nothing. 
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MAUOWETt ■ewtrndnkig the paper. 

His correspoodEffice vifh owr foes of Gveteee t 
His hand ! His seal 1 The secrrts of my soul 
CoDceat^d frrai sdl but him ! All, all oooipire 
To banish doubt, and brand 'bim for a villain ! 
Our schemes for ever CAioss'^ our mines discoverM^ 
Betrayed aomi irahm lurking; Bear toy bosotn. 
Oft have I rag'id, wbOT th^ wide-wasting; Gaanra 
Lay pointed at our batt'ries yet onform'd. 
And broke the meditated lines of war. 
Detested C«li too, with k^M wonder. 
Would dudce his nfUf head, and clos^y whisper. 
Beware «f Mmtsfiia, bewarre of treasoti. 

MUSTJJHA. 

The faith of Must^a disdains suspicioti ; 
But yet, gteat £^erM-, beware of treason ; 
Th' insidious Bassa, fir*d by disappomtmeiit— 

MAHOMET. 

Shall feel the vengeance of an injured king. 
Go, seize him. load him with reproachful chains ; 
Before th' assembled troops proclaim his crimes ; 
Then leave him stretched upon the ling'ring rack. 
Amidst the camp to howl his life away. 



Should we before the troops ^oclaim his crimen 
I dread his arts of seeming innocence, 
His bland address, and sorceiy of tongue ; 
And, should he Ml uiflteard by sadden justice, 
Th* adoring sc^dien wduild revenge their ido3. 
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Call, tiiis da.yt vith hypocritic zeti, 
Implor'd my leave to visit Mecca's temple j 
Struck with the wonder of a E^tesman's goodoesi, 
I rais'd his thoughts to more sublime devoUoQ. 
.Now let him go, pursued by silent wrath. 
Meet unexpected daggers in his way. 
And in some distant land obscurely die. 



There will his boundless wealthy the spoil of Asia, 
Heap'd by your father's ill-plac'd bounties on him. 
Disperse ubeliion through the Eastern wofld i 
Bribe to his cause, and list beneath his banners, 
Arabia's roving troops, the sons of swiftness. 
And arm the Persian b^retic against thee : 
There shall he waste thy frontiers,, check thy coik 

. quests^ 
And tho' at length subdued, elude thy vengeance. 

MAUOMET. 

Efude my vengeance ! No — My troops shall range 
ill' eternal snows that freeze beyond Meotis, 
And Afric's torrid sands, in search of Cali. 
Should the fierce North upon his frozen wings 
Bear him aloft above the wond'ring clouds, 
And seat him in the Pleiads* golden chariots. 
Thence shall my fury drag him down to tortures ; 
Wherever guilt can fly, revenge can follow. 

MUBTAFHA. 

Wilt thou dismiss the savage from the toils. 
Only, to hunt him round the ravag'd world ? 
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Suspend his sentence— Empire and Irene 
Claim TOj divided soiil. This wretch, unworthy 
To mix with nobler cares, I'll throw aside 
For idle hours, and crush him at my leisure. 

UUSTAPHA. 

Let not th* unbounded greatness of his mind 
Betray my king to negligence of danger. 
Perhaps t^e clouds of dark conspiracy 
Now roll full fraught with thunder o'er your head. 
Twice since the morning rose 1 saw the Bassa, 
Like a fell adder swelling in a brake. 
Beneath the covert of this verdant arch 
In private conference ; beside him stood 
Two men unknown, the partners of his bosom-; 
1 mark'd them well, and trac'd in either &ce 
The gloomy resolution, horrid greatness. 
And stern composure, of despairing heroes ; 
And, to confirm my thought, at sight of me, 
As blasted by my presence, they withdrew 
With afi the speed of terror and of guilt 

UAHOHBT. 

The strong emotions of my troubled soul 
Allow no pause for art or for contrivance ; 
And dark perplexity distracts my counsels. 
Do thou resolve : for see Irene comes ! 
At her approach each ruder gust of thought 
Sinks like the sighing of a tempest spent. 
And gales of aotler passion &n my bosom. 

£CaIi enters with Irene, and exit "with Mustapha.. 
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SCENE VIL— Mahomet, Ibenk. 



MAHOK[EX> 

Witt thou descend^ fair daughter of perfecfion* 
To hear ray vows, and g^ve mankind a queea? 
Ah ! cease, Irene, cease those flowing sorrows. 
That melt a heart iiQ{n«gBsble till now, 
And turn thy thoughts henceforth to loveand empire* 
How will the matchless beauties of Irene, 
Thus bright in tears, thus amiable in ruin, 
With all the graceful pride of greatness heighten' d. 
Amidst the blaz^ of jewels and of gold, 
Adorn a throng and digpify dominion I 

WBNE. 

Why all this g^sre of ^l«ndid eloqaeno^ 
To paint the pageantries of guilty state? 
Must I for these renounce the hope oi Hexyea, 
Immortal orowni^ and fUIneas of enjoymrat ? 

MAHOMET. 

Vain raptures all— 'For your inferior natures, 
Form'd to delight, and happy by delighting. 
Heaven has reserv'd no future paradise, 
But bids you rove the paths of bhss, secure 
Of total death, and careless of hereafter j 
While Heaven's high minister, whose awful volume 
Records each act, each thought of sovereign man, 
Surveys your plays with inattentive glance, * 
Arid leaves the lovely trifler unregarded. 

IBENB. 

Why then has Nature's vain monificmce 
f^fusely pour*d hei bounties upon wtonan? 
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^encetheD these chamn thytonguebaadeign'dto 

flatter^ 
That air resisUees, and enchanting blush. 
Unless the beauteous fsJbric was deaign'd 
A faahiUvtion for a fiurer soul? 



Too high« bright maid, thou rat'at extedor grace : 
Not always do the fairest flowers difiuse 
The richest odours, nor the speckled shells 
CoDcea^ the gem i let female arrogance 
Observe the feajtheii'd wavd'rers of the sky « 
With pu^le varied and bedropp'd with gold. 
They prune the wing, and spr^ the glos^ plumes 
Ordain'd, like you» to flutter and to shiqe. 
And cheer the weary paatenger with miikio. 

IRENE. 

Mean as we are, this tyofant of the world 
Implores our smiles and trembles at our feet. 
Whenceflow the hopes and fears, despair and rapture. 
Whence all the bliss and agonies of love ? 

MAMOKET. 

Why, when the balm of sleep descends on man. 
Do gay delusions, wand'ring o'er the brain, 
t^oth the delighted aoid with empty bliss ? 
To want give affluence? sod to ^v'ry freedom? 
Such are Iove*s joys, the lenitives of life, 
A fancied treasure and a waking dream. 

Then let me once, ia honour of our sex. 
Assume the bpastfid arrt^ance of man. 
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Th* Attractive softoess, and th* endearing Binilei 
And powerful glance^ 'tis granted are our own ; 
Nor has impartial Nature's frugal hand 
Exhausted all her nobler gifts on you. 
Do not we share the comprehensive thought, 
Th* enlivening wit* the penetratiag reason ? 
Beats not the female breast with gen'rous passions. 
The thirst of empire, and the love of gbry ? 

UAHOMET. 

Illustrious maid, new wonders fix me thine. 
Thy soul completes ^e triumphs of thy fece. 
I thought, — forgive, my fair,— the noblest aim, 
The strongest effort of a female soul, 
Was but to chuse the graces of the day. 
To tune Uie tongue, to teach the eye to roll. 
Dispose the colours of the flowing robe. 
And add new roses to the faded cheek. 
Will it not charm a mind like thine exalted. 
To shine the ^ddess of applauding nations. 
To scatter happiness and plenty round thee. 
To bid the prostrate captive rise and live. 
To see new cities tower at thy command. 
And blasted kingdoms flourish at thy smile ? 

tRENS. 

Charmed with the thought of blessing human kind, 
Too calm I listen to the flatt'ring sounds; 

MAHOHET. 

O seize the power to bless — Irene's nod 
Shall break the fetters -of the groaning Christian ( 
Greece, in her lovely patroness secure, 
Shall mourn no more her plusder'd palaces* 
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Forl^ear— O do not ui;ge me to tny ruin ! 

IfAHOHET. 

To state and power I court thee, not to ruin : 
Smile on my wishes, and command the ^obe. 
Security shall spread her shield before thee, 
And Love infold thee with' his downy wings. 
If greatness please tbee, mount th' impeHal seat } 
If pleasure charm thee, view this soft retreat; 
Here ev'ry warbler of the sky shall sing ; 
Here ~ev*Ty fragrance breathe of ev*ry spring : 
To deck Uiese bowers each region shall combing 
And e*en our Prophet's gardens envy thine : 
Empire and love shall share the blissful day. 
And varied life steal unperceiv'd away. 

ACT III. 
SCENE I.— Cali, Abdalla. 

£Cali enters wttft a discontented Air; to him mters 
Abdalla.3 

CAU. 

Is this the fierce coiupirator Abdalla ? 
Is this the restless diligence of treason ? 
Where hast thou linger'd ^ile tb' encumber'd hours 
Fly lab'ring with the fate of future nations. 
And hungry slaughter scents imperial blood ? 

ABDAU.A. 

Important cares detained me from your counsels. 
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Some petty pasnon ! some domestic trifle ! 
Some vain amusemeat t^a vacant soul ! 
A weeping wife, perhaps, or dying inend» 
HuDg on your neck, and hinder'd your departure. 
Is tb^ A time for softness or for sorrow ? 
Unprofitable, peaceful, female virtues ! 
"When eager vengeance shews a naked foe. 
And kind ambition points the way to greatness. 

ABDALLA. 

Must then ambition's votaries infringe 

The laws of kindness, break the bonds of nature, 

And quit the names of brothert friend, and father? 

QALI. 

This sov'reign passion, scornful of restraint, 
E'en from the birth affects supreme command, 
Swells in the breast, and with resistless force 
O'erbears each gentler motion of the mind. 
As when a deluge overspreads the plains. 
The wand'ring rivulet, and silver lake. 
Mis undistinguish'd in the gen'ral roar. 

ABDALLA. 

Yet can ambition in Abdalla's breast 
Claim but the second place : there mighty love 
Has fix'd his hopes, inquietudes, and fears. 
His glowing wishes, land his jealous pangs. 

CALL 

Love is indeed the privilege of youth ; 
Yet on a day like this, when expectation 
Pants fbr the dread event—But let ua reasonrr.* 
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ABDAILA. 

Hast thou grown old amidst the crowd of oourti. 
And tum'd th' initructive page o£ human Jifb, 
To cant, at Isst, of reason to a lover ? 
Such ill-tim'd gravity, such serious folly. 
Might well befit the solitary student, 
Th' unpractis'd dervise, or sequester'd faquir. 
Know'st thou not yet, when love invades the sou^ 
That all her faculties receive his chains ? 
That reason gives her sceptre to his hand. 
Or only stru^les to be more enslav'd ? 
Aspaaia, who can look upon thy beauties ? 
Who hear thee speak and not abandon reason ? 
Reason ! the hoary dotard's dull directress, 
Thit loses all because she hazards nothing ! 
Reason ! the tim'rous pilot, that, to shun 
The rocks of life* for ever flies the port ! 



But why this sudden warmth ? 

ABOALLA. 

Because I love : 
Because my slighted passion bums in vain ! 
"Why roars the lioness distresa'd by hunger ? 
Why foams the swelling wave when tempests rise ? 
Why shakes the ground when subterraneous fires 
fierce through the bursting caverns rend their way ? 

CALL 

Not till this day thou saw'st this fatal £ur ; 
Did ever passion make so swift a pr<^;res8 ? 
Once more reflect, suppress this infant folly. 
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Gnws 6re8> enkindled hy a mortal hand* 

Spread by d^rees, and dread th' oppressing Btream t 

The subtler flamea emitted from the sky. 

Flash out at once, with strength above resistance.' 



How did Aspasia welcome your address ? 
Did you proclaim this unexpected conquest ? 
Or pay with spe^dcing eyes a lover's homage ? 



Confounded, aw'd, and lost io admiration, 
I gaz'd, I trembled ; but I could not speak : 
When e'en as love was breaking off from wonder. 
And tender accents quiver'd on my lips. 
She mark'd my sparkling eyes, and heaving breast^ 
And smiling, conscious of her charms, withdrew. 
£Entef Demetrius and Leontius. 



Now be some moments master of thyself; 
Nor let Demetrius know thee for a rival. 
Hence ! or be calm — To disagree is ruin. 

SCENE II.— Cali, Demeteius, Leontius, 
Abdalla. 

demetbius. 
When will occasion smile upon our wishes. 
And give the tortures of suspense a period ? 
StiH must we linger in uncertain hope ? 
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Still languish in puj- chains, and dream of f^dom, 
. X.ike thirsty sailors gazing on the clouds. 
Till burning death shoots through their wither'd 
limbs? 



Deliverance is at hand ; for Turkey's tyrant, 
Sunk in his pleasures, confident and gay. 
With all the hero's dull security. 
Trusts to'my care his' mistress and his life. 
And laughs and wantons in the jaws of death. 



So weak is man, when destined to destruction ;• 
The watchful slumber, and the crafty trust. 



At my command yon iron gates unfold ; 

At my command the sentinels retire } 

With all the license of authority. 

Through bowing slaves, I range the private roonu^ 

And of to>morrow's action fix the scene. 



To-morrow's action ! Can that hoary wisdom, 
Borne down with years, still doat upon to-morrow ? 
That fatal mistress of the young, the lazy, 
The coward, and the fool, condemn'd to lose 
An useless life in waiting for to-morrow. 
To gaze with longing eyes upon to-morrow. 
Till interposing death destroys the prospect! 
Strange ! that this gen'ral fraud from day to day 
Should fill thQ world with wretches undetected, 
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The sbklief, laboring tlirougli a. v^ei^i marcti. 
Still sees to-morrow dreA in rob^ of triuinpli $ 
Still to the lover's long-expecting anus 
To-morrow brings the visionaiy bride* 
But thou, too old to bear another cheat. 
Learn, that the present hour alone is man's. 



The present hour with open anas invites j 
Seize the kind fair, and press her to thy bosom. 

DE3HETHIDS. 

Who knows, ere this important morrow rise, [g(^ 
Bat fear or mutmy may tamt the Grre^s ? 
Who knows, if M^omet's awaking ang^ 
May spare the fatal bow-string till to-morrow ? 



Had our first AsiAS ibes but Imown this ardouiv 
We still had wand«^d on Taitaataia hUlB. 
Rouse, CaAi ^ bhadl die sons <^ o(m(|uer'd Greece 
Lead us to danger, and abash their victOrtP 
This night with all her conscious stars be witness. 
Who merits most, Demetrius or Abdalla. 

DBUfiTBIUS. 

Who merits Mi3»t'!-H.I knfew hot we weiw tiveXs* 



Young nhin, feiriMfar— The h^t«tf yoiMh, no H 
Well, — *t^ detn^d-^This night shs^i fix our fate. 
Sodti as the veil «f evening clouds the Sky, 
With oatitioRS tecncy, LeiHitini^ Bteer 
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Th' appointed vessel to yon shaded bay, 
Form'd by liiit garden ^uHtng on the deep ; 
There, with your soldiers arm'd, and sails expanded. 
Await our coming, eijually prepar'd 
For speedyfligbt, of obstinate defence, \^Eait Leont 

SCEN£ Ill-^iai, A6DALLA, DKHBTitros. 

DEM£TB1US. 

Now pause, gmat Bab«a, ftx>ai diethougbteof blood* 

Aftd kindly ^tiiA ftfi tat to ^etAler wun46. 

If e'er thy youth has known the pangs of absence. 

Or felt th' impatience of obstructed love, 

Give me, before th* approaching hour of fate. 

Once to behold the charms of bright Aspasia, 

And draw new virtue from her heavenly tongue. 



Let prudence, ere the suit be farther urg'd. 
Impartial weigh the pleasure with the danger. 
A little longer, and vh»'s thine for ever* 

DEXfSTBIUS. 

Prudence and love cota^tre in this reqMst» 
Lest, unacqiainted with our Ixdd dtteaipt. 
Surprise o'erwbelia ber, aad i%tard oar flight. 

CALr. 

What I can grant, you cannot ask in vain— 

DEMETRIUS. 

I go to wait thy call ; this kind consent 
Completes the gift of ffwdjora and of life. 
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And this is my rewanU— to burn, to languish* 
To rave unheeded ; while the happy Greek* 
The refuse of our swords, the dross of conquest. 
Throws his fond arms about Aspasia'a neck. 
Dwells on her lips, and sighs upon her breast. 
Js*t not enough he lives by our indulgence. 
But he must live to make his masters wretched ? 

CALI. 

What claim hast thou to plead? 



The claim of power, 
Tb* unquestion'd claim of conquerors and kings ! 



Yet in the use of power remember justice. 



Can then th' assassin lift his treacherous hand 
Against bis king, and cry, remember justice ? 
Justice demands the forfeit life of CaH ; 
Justice demands that I reveal your crimes ; 
Justice demands— but see th' approaching Sultan ! 
Oppose my wishes, and — remember justice. 



Disorder sits upon thy face— retiro. 

[_Exit Abdalla, enler Mahomet. 
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SCENE v.— Cali, Mahomet. 



Long be the Sultan bless'd with happy Ipve ! 
My zeal marka gladness dawning on thy cheek, 
With raptures such as 6re the Pagan crowds, 
When, pale and anxious for their years to come, 
They see the sun surmount the dark eclipse, 
And hail unanimous their conqu'ring god. 

MAHOMET. 

My VOWS, 'tis true, she hears with less aversion ; 
She sighs, she blushes, but she still denies. 

CALL 

With warmer courtship press the yielding fair : 
Call to your aid, with boundless promises. 
Each rebel wish, each traitor inclination, 
That raises tumults in the female breast, 
The love of power, of pleasure, and of show. 

MAHOMET. 

These arts I tried, and to inflame her more. 
By hateful business hurried from her sight, 
I bade a hundred vii^ns wait around her. 
Sooth her with all the pleasures of command. 
Applaud her charms, and court her to be great. 

lExit Mahomet. 

SCENE VI.-r-CALi, solus. 

He's gone— Here rest, my soul, thy fainting win^, 
Here recollect thy dissipated powers.—— 
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Our distant int'resta, and our dififrent passionst 
Now haste to mingle in one common centre* 
And fate lies crowded in a narrow space. 
• Yet iii that narrow apace what dangers rise ! 
Far more I dread Abdalla's fiery folly. 
Than all the wisdom of the grave divan. 
Reason with reason lights on equal terms ; 
The raging madtnan^s unconnected schemes 
We cannot obviate, for we cannot guess. 
Deep in my breast be treasured this resolve. 
When Cali mounts the throne, Abdalla dies. 
Too fierce, too faithless, for neglect or trust. 

[£«ter Irene with Attendants* 

SCENE VII.— Cali, Ibene, Aspasia, &c. 



Amidst the splendour of encircling beauty* 
Superioi" majesty proclaims the queen, 
And nature justifies our monarch's choice^ 

IBENE. 

Reserve this tiomage for some other fair j 
Urge me not on to glitt'ring guilt, nor pour 
In my weak ear th' intoxicating sounds. 



Make haste, bright maid, to rule the wilting world ; 
Aw'd by the rigour of the Sultan's justice. 
We court thy gentleness. 

ASPASIA. 

Can Call's voice 
Concur to press a hapless captive's ruin ? 
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A TKASKDY. 



Long would my zeal for Mahomet and thee 
Detain me here. But nations call upon me. 
And duty bids me choose a distant walk. 
Nor taint with care the privacies of love. 

SCENE VIIL— Ieemb, Astasia, Attendants. 



If yet this shining pomp, these sudden honours. 
Swell not thy soul beyond advice or friendship, 
Nor yet inspire the follies of a queeo, 
Or tune thine ear to soothing adulation, 
Suspend awhile the privilege of power 
To hear the voice of truth j dismiss tfiy tfaio, 
Shake o£rth* encumbrances of state a moment. 
And lay the towering sultaneas aside, 

[^Irene signs to her AttcTidants to retire. 
While I foretel thy fate ; that office done— r 
No more I boast th* ambitious name of friend, 
But sink among thy slaves without a murmur. 

IRENE. 

Did regal diadems invest my brow, 
, Yet should my soul, still faithful to her choice. 
Esteem Aspasia's breast the noblest kingdom. 

ASPASIA. 

The soul, once tainted with so foul a crime. 
No more shall glow with friendship's hallow'd 

ardour : 
Those holy Beings, whose superior care 
Guides erring mortals to the paths of virtue, 
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Afi&ighted at impiety ]ike thine. 

Resign their chaige to baseness and to ruin. 



Upbraid me .not ivith fancied wickedness } 

I am not yet a queen or an apostate. 

But should I sin beyond the hope of mercy. 

If, when religion prompts me to refuse, 

The dread of instant death restrains my tongue ? 



JReflect that life and death, affecting sounds ! 
Are only varied modes of endless being ; 
Kefiect that life, like ev'ry other blessing, 
Derives its value from its use alone ; 
Not for itself, but for a nobler end, 
Tb' Eternal gave it, and that end is virtue. 
When inconsistent with a greater good. 
Reason commands to cast the less away ; 
Thus life, with loss of wealth is well preserv*d» 
And virtue cheaply savM with loss of life. 



If built on settled thought, this constancy 
Not idly flutters on a boastful tongue. 
Why, when destruction rag'd around our walls. 
Why fled this haughty heroine from the battle ? 
Why then did not this warlike Amazon 
Mix in the war, and shine among the heroes ? 



Heaven, when its hand pour'd softness on our limbs. 
Unlit for toil, and polish'd into weakness; . 
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A TBAOXOT. 313 

' Made passive fortitude the praise of woman : 
Our only arms are innocence and meekness. 
Not then with raving cries I 6U'd the city ; 
But while Demetrius, dear lamented name ! 
Pour'd storms of fire upon our fierce invaders, 
Imploi'd th* Eternal Power to shield my country, 
"With silent sorrows, and with calm devotion. 

IBENS. 

O! did Irene shine the queen of Turkey, 
Nomore should Greece lament tho3epray*rsrejectedj 
Again should golden splendour grace her cities, ' 
Again her prostrate pidaces should rise, 
Again her temples sound with holy music : 
Ko more should danger fright, or want distress 
The smiling widows, and protected orphans. 

A8PA8IA. 

Be virtuous ends pursued by virtuous means. 
Nor think th' intention sanctifies the deed i 
That maxim, publish'd in an impious age, 
Would loose the wild enthusiast to destroy. 
And fix the fierce usurper's bloody title ; 
Tlien Bigotry might send her slaves to war. 
And bid success become the test of truth ; 
Unpitying massacre might waste the world. 
And persecution boast the call of Heaven. 

IRENE. 

Shall I not wish to cheer afflicted kings. 
And plan the happiness of mouming millions? 



Dream not of power thou never canst attain : 
When social laws first harmoniz'il the world* 
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Superior man poasess'd the charge of rule. 

The scale of justice, and the sword of power. 
Nor left Us augbt but flattery and state. 



To me my lover's fondness m\\ restore 
Whate'er man's pride has ravisfa'd from our sex. 



When soft security shall prompt the Sultan, 
Freed from 'the tumults of unsettled conquest. 
To fix his court and regulate his pleasures. 
Soon shall the dire seraglio's horrid gates 
Close like th* eternal bars of death upon thee. 
Immur'd, and buried in perpetual sloth, 
That gloomy slumber of the stagnant soul. 
There shall thou view from far the quiet cottage. 
And sigh for cheerful poverty in vain ; 
There wear the tedious hours of life away. 
Beneath each curse of unrelenting Heaven, 
Despair and slav'ry, solitude and guilt. 



There shall we find the yet untasted bliss 
Of grandeur and tranquillity combined. 



Tranquillity and guilt, disjoin'd by Heaven, 
Still stretch in vain their longing arms afar i 
Nor dare to pass th' insuperable bound. 
Ah ! let me rather seek the convent's cell ; 
There, when my thoughts, at interval of prayer, 
Descend to range these mansions of misfortune, 
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Oft shall 'I (iwdl on oat diaattrous fdendihip. 
And shed tha pitying teu for lost Irene. 



Go, languish en in dull obscurity ; 
Thy dazzled eoal, with all i£s boasted greatness, 
Shrinks at th* o'eipowering gleams of regal state. 
Stoops fratn the blaze like a degenerate eagle. 
And flies for shelter to the shades of life.' 



On me should Providence, without a criine» 

The wid^tjr charge of royalty confer ( 

Call me to civilise the Russian wilds, 

Or bid soft science polish Briitain's heroes : 

Soon shouild'st thou see, how faUe thy iieak reprau^ 

My bosom &els, enkindled fmm the sky, 

The lambent flames of mild benevolence, 

Uctoux^h'd by fierce ambition*« raging fires* 



Ambition is the stamp, impress'd by Heaves ( 

To mark the noUeat minds ; with active heat 
Inform'd, ^ey mount tbe pa^cipioe of power, f 
Grasp at command, and tower in quest of empire ; 
While vulgar souls compassionate their cares. 
Gaze at thpir height, ^nd tremble at their danger ; 
Thus meaner spirits with amazement mark 
The varying seasons, and revolving skies. 
And ask, what guilty Power's rebellious band 
Rolls with eternal toil tine ponderous oiiu ; 
While some ardiangel, nearer to perfectioo. 
In easy state presides o'ar all their motions. 
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Directs the planets with a careless nod. 
Conducts the sun» and r^ulates'the spheres. 



Well mayst thou hide in labyrinths of sound 
The cause that shrinks from Reason's powerful 

voice. 
Stoop from thy flight, trace back th' entangled 

thought. 
And set the glitt'ring fallacy to view. 
Not power I blame, but power obtained by crime j 
Angelic greatness is angelic virtue. 
Amidst the glare of courts, the shout of annies. 
Will not th' apostate feel the pangs of guilt. 
And wish, too late, for innocence and peace. 
Curst as the tyrant of th' infernal ^ealm^ 
^^th gloomy state and agonizing pomp ? 

SCENE IX.— Irexe. Asfasu, Maid. 



A Turkish stranger, of majestic mien. 
Asks at the gate admission to Abasia, 
Commission'd, as he says, by Cali Bassa. 

IKENE. 

Whoe'w thou art, orwhatsoe'er thy message, [^Aside. 
Thanks for this kind relief— With speed'admit him. 

ASPASIA. 

He comes, perhaps, to separate us for ever ; 
When I am gone, remember, O ! remember. 
That none are great, or happy, but the virtuous. 
lEait Irene, enter Demetrius. 
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SC£N£ X.— ASPASIA* tteHETBIUS. 



DESISTBIUS. 

'Tis she— 4i)y hope, my happiness, my lore I 
A:e;>asia! do I once agam behold thee? 
StiU, still the sam&^Minclouded by misfortune ! 
Let my blest eyes for ever gaze— 

A8PASU. 

Demetrius ! 

DEMETRIUS. 

Why does the blood forsake thy lovely cheek ? 
Why shoots this chilness through thy shaking nerves ? 
Wiy does thy soul retire into herself? 
Redine upon my breast thy unking beauties : 
Revive— 'Revive to freedom and to love. 



What well-known voice pronounced the grateful 

sounds 
Freedom and love ? Alas ! Vm all confusion, 
A sudden mist o'ercasta my darken'd soul } 
The present, past, and future, swim before me. 
Lost in a wild perplexity of joy. 

DEHETKIUS. 

Such ecstasy of love, such pure afiection. 
What worth can merit ? or what faith reward ? 



A thousand thoughts, imperfect and distracted, 
Demand a voice, and stru^le into birth ; 
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A thousand questions press upon my tongue* 
But all give way to rapture and Denwtrius. 



O say, brigbt being* in this age o( abaencs, 
What fears* what griefs, what dangers, faaat thou 

known ? 
Say, how the tyrant threaten'd, flatter*d* sigh'd t 
Say, how he threaten'd, flatter*d> sigh'd in vain ! 
Say, how the hand of violence was rais'd ; 
Say, how thou call'dst in tears upon Demetrius ! 



Inform me rather how thy happy courage 
Stemm'd in the breach the deluge of destruction, 
Andpass'd uninjured through the walks of death. 
Did savage anger and licentious conquest 
Behold the hero with Aspasia's eyes ? 
And, thus protected in the gen'ral ruin, 

say, what guardian power convey'd thee hither. 

DEMETBIUS. 

Such strange events, such unexpected cbancei. 
Beyond my warmest hope, or wildest wishes. 
Concurred to give me to Aspasia's arms, 

1 stand amaz'd* and ask, if yet I clasp thee. 



Sure Heaveii, for wonders are not wrought in vain. 
That joins us thus, will never part us more. 
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SCENE XL — Demetrius, Aspasia, Abdalia. 

ABDALLA. 

It parts you now— 'The hasty Sultan sign'd 
The laws unread, and flies to hU Irene. 

DEMETRIUS. 

nx*d and intent on his Irene's charms. 
He envies none the converse of Aspaaia. 



Aspasta's absence will inflame euspicioQ ; 
She cannot, must not, shall not, linger here ; 
Prudence and friendship bid me force her from you. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Force her ! profane her with a touch, and die ! 

ABQALLA. 

•Tis Greece, *tis IVeedom, calls Aspaiia hence ; 
Your careless love betrays your cwintry's csuse. 

DEMETRIUS.. 

If we must part— — 

ASPAUA. 

No ! let us die together. 

DEMSTBIUS. 

If we must part 

ASDALLA. ^ 

Despatch ; th' increasing danger 
Will not admit a lover's long farewell. 
The long.dravn intercourse of sij^s and kisses. 
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DEMETRIUS. 

Then— O my fair, I cannot bid thee go j 
Receive her, and protect her, gracious Heaven ! 
Yet let me watch her dear departing steps. 
If fate pursues me, let it find me here. 
Reproach not, Greece, a lover's fond delays. 
Nor think thy cause neglected while I gaze ; 
New force, new courage, from each glance I gain, 
And find our passions not infus'dinvain. {^Exeunt. 



SCENE X.— Demetrius, Aspasia, enter as taUang. 



Ehovgh— ^^suUess reason calms my soul- 
Approving justice smiles upon your cause. 
And nature's rights entreat th' asserting sword. 
Yet, when your hand is lifted to destroy, 
lliink— but excuse a woman's needless caution, — 
Fuige well thy mind from ev'ry private passion. 
Drive int'rest, love, and vengeance, from thy 

thoughts. 
Fill all thy ardent breast with Greece and virtue, 
Then strike secure, and Heaven assist the blow ! 



Ibou kind assistant of my better angel. 
Propitious guide of my bewildei^d soul. 
Calm of my cares, and guardian of my virtue! 
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My soul, first kindled by thy bright ex&m[de 

To noble thought and gen'rous emulation. 

Now but reflects those beams that flow'd from thee. 

DEMETRIUS. 

With native lustre and unborrow'd greatness. 
Thou shin'st, bright maid, superior to distress ; 
Unlike the. trifling race of vulgar beauties. 
Those glitt'ring dew-drops of a vernal mom. 
That spread their colours to the genial beam. 
And sparkling quiver to the breath of May ; 
But, when the tempest with sonorous wing 
Sweeps o'er the grove, forsake the lab'ring bough, 
Dispers'd in air, or mingled with the duM. 

ASPASIA. 

Forbear this triumph— still new conflicts wait us, 
Foes unforeseen, and dangers unsuspected. 
Oft when the fierce besiegers' eager host 
Beholds the fainting garrison retire^ 
And rushes joyful to the naked wall. 
Destruction flashes from th' insidious mine. 
And sweeps th' exulting conqueror away : 
Perhaps in vain the Sultan's anger spar'd me. 
To find a meaner fate from treach'rous fnend^ip — 
Abdalla! 

DEMETRIUS. 

Can Abdalla then dissemble ? 
That fiery chief, renown'd for gen'rous freedom. 
For zeal unguarded, undissembled hate. 
For daring truth, and turbulence of honour ? 
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Hiis open friend, this undeiigning hero. 

With Doisy falsehoods forc'd me from your aniH^ 

To shock my virtue with a tale of love» 



DEUETBIUB. 



Did not the cause of Greece restrain my swordt 
Aspaaia should not fear a second intuit. 



His pride and love by turns inspired his tongue* ' 
And iotermix'd my praises with his own ; 
His wealth, his rank, his honours, he recounted, 
Till, in the midst of arrogance and fondness, 
Th' approaching Sultan forc'd me from the palace ; 
Then, while he gaz'd upon his yielding mistress, 
I stole unheeded from their ravished eyes. 
And sought this happy grove in quest of thee. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Soon may the final stroke decide our fate. 
Lest baleful discord crush our infant scheme. 
And strangled freedom perish in the birth ! 

ASPASIA. 

My bosom, harass'd with alternate passions. 
Now hopes, now fears — 

. DEMETBIUS. 

Th* anxieties of love. 

ABPASIA. 

Think how the Sovereign Arbiter of kingdoau 
Detests th^ false associates* black designs. 
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And frowns on peijuiy, revenge, and murder. 
Embark'd with treason on the seas of fate, 
When Heaven shall bid the swelling billows mge. 
And point vindictive lightnings at rebellion. 
Will not the patriot share the traitor's danger ? 
Oh could thy hand unaided free thy country. 
Nor mingled guilt pollute the sacred cause I 

DEMETEIU8. 

Permitted ofl, though not inspir'd by Heaven, 
Successful treasons punish impious- kings. 

ASPASIA. 

Nor end my terrors with the Sultan's death ; 
Far as futurity's untravell'd waste 
Lies open to conjecture's dubious ken. 
On ev'ry side confusion, rage, and death, 
Perhaps the phantoms of a woman's fear. 
Beset the U'eacherous way with fatal ambush i 
Each Turkish bosom burns for thy destruction. 
Ambitious Call dreads the statesman's arts. 
And hot Abdalla hates the happy lover. 

D£MSTHIUS. 

Capricious man ! to good and ill inconstant. 
Too much to fear or trust is equal weakness. 
Sometimes the wretch, unaw'd by Heaven or Hell, 
With mad devotion idolizes honour. 
The Bassa, reeking with his master's murder^ 
Perhaps may start at violated friendship. 

ASPASIA. 

How soon, alas ! will int'rest, fear, or envy, 
O'erthrow such weak, such accidental virtue 
Nor built on faith, nor fortified by cooacience ? 
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DEMETRIUS. 



When deap'rate ills demand a speedy cure, 
Distrust is cowardice, and prudence folly. 



Yet think a moment, ere you court destruction : 
Whatliand, when death has snatch'dawayDemetrius, 
Shall guard Aspasia from triumphant lust P 

DEMET&IUS. 

Dismiss these needless fears — a troop of Greeks, 
Well knawn, long tried, expect us on the shore. 
Borne on the surface of the smiling deep. 
Soon shalt thou scorn, in safety's arms repos'd, 
Abdalla's rage and Cali's stratagems. 

ASPA»A. 

Still, stilly distrust sits heavy on my heart. 
Will e'er an happier hour revisit Greece ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Should Heaven, yet unappeaa'd, refuse its aid* 
Disperse our hopes, and frustrate our designs. 
Yet shall the conscience ofthe great attempt 
Diffuse a brightness o'er our future days ; 
Nor will his country's groans reproach Demetrius. 
But how canst thou support the woes of exile ? 
Canst thou forget hereditary splendours. 
To live obscure upon a foreign coast. 
Content with science, innocence, and love ? 

ASTASIA. 

Nor wealth, nor titles, make Aspasia's bliss. 
0*erwbelm'd an4 lost amidst the public ruins, 
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Unrapv*d I saw the glittering trifles perish,^ 
And thought the petty dross beneath a sigh. 
Cheerful I foUow to the rural cell, 
hove be my wealth, and my distinction virtue. 

DEMETEIUS. 

Submissive, and prepar'd for each event, 
Now J«t us wait the last award of Heaven, 
Secure of happiness from flight or conquest : 
Nor fear the fair and learn'd can want protection, 
The mighty Tuscan courts the baniah'd arts 
To kind Italia's hospitable shades > 
There shall sofl leisure wing th' excursive soul^ 
Ancl Peace propitious smile on fond. desire; . 
There shall despotic Eloquence resume 
Her ancient empire o'er the yielding heart; 
There Poetry shall tuiie her sacred voice. 
And wiake from ignorance the Western world. 

SCENE II. — DEiiETKius, Aspasia, Call 



At length th' unwilling sun resigns the world 
To silence and to rest. The hours of darkness. 
Propitious hours to stratagem and death. 
Pursue the last remains of ling'ring light. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Count not these hours as part of vulgar time. 
Think them a sacred treasure lent by Heaven, 
WJjich, squander'd by neglect, or fear, or folly, 
No prayer recals| no diligence redeems ; 

VOL. I. P 
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Tomorrow's dawn shall see the Turkish king 
Stretch'd in the dust, or towering ou his throne j 
To-morrow's dawn sh^l see the mighty Call 
The sport of tyranny^ or lord of nations. 



Then waste no longer these important nunnents 
In soft endearments, and in gentle murmurs ; 
Nor lose in love the patriot and the hero. 



*Tis love combinM with guilt, alone, that melts 
The soften'd soul t6 cowardice and sloth $ 
But virtuous passion prompts the great resolve. 
And fans the slumbering spark of heavenly fire. 
Retire, my fair ; that Power that smiles on goodness- 
Guide all thy steps, calm ev*i7 stormy thought. 
And still thy bosom with the voice of peace ! 



Soon may we meet again, secure and free. 

To feel no more the pangs of separation ! [^ExiU 

DKMETRIUS. 

This night alone is ours— Our nnghty foe. 
No longer lost in am'iious solitude. 
Will now remount the slighted seat of empire. 
And shew Irene to the shouting people : 
, Aspasia left her sighing in his arms. 
And list'iiing to the pleasing tale of power ; 
With Boften'd voice she dropp'd the faint refusal 
Smiling consent she sat, and blushing love. 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



A TBASEDY. 39? 



"lltomity^x^ «ith satiety bf beauty 
Now feast thine eyes, thine eyes that ne'er hezeafler 
Shall dart their am'rous glances at the fair« 
Or glare on Cali with malignant beams. 

SCENE ni.— Demetbius, Cali, LBomflus, 
Abdalla. 

ubontius. 
Our baxk umeen has reach'd th* apfioint^d bay» 
.And where yoa trees wave o'er the foatning surge 
Reclines against the shore : oor Grecian troop' 
Extends its lines aloi^ the sandy beach, 
£^ate with hopci and panting for a foe. 

ABDALLA. 

The fav'ring winds assist the great design. 
Sport in our sails, and murmur o'er the deep. 

CALI* 

•Tis well— A angle blow completes our wuhes i 
Return with speed, Leontius, to your charge ; 
The Greeks, disorder'd by their leader's absence. 
May droop dismay' d, or kindle into madness. 

LBOHTIU0. 

Suspected still !— What villain's poia*nous tongue 
Dare join Leontius' name with fear or falsehood? 
Have I for this preserv'd my guiltless bosom. 
Pure as the thoughts of infant innocence ? 
Have I for this defied the chiefs o£ Turkey^ 
Intrepid in the flaming front of war f 
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Hast tbou not searcb'd my soul'a profoundest 

thoughts ? 
Is not the fate of Greece and Call thine? 



Why has thy choice then pointed out Leootius, 
Unfit to share this night's illustrious toils ? 
To wait remote from action, and &om honour^ 
An idle list'ner to the distant cries 
■ Of slaughtered infidels, and clash of swords ? 
Tell me the cause, that while thy name, Demetrius, 
Shall soar triumphant on the wings of Glory, 
Despis'd and curs'd, Leontius must descend 
Through hissing ages, a proverbial coward. 
The tale of women, and the scorn of fools ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Can brave Leontius be the slave of Glory ? 
Gloiy, the casual gift of thoughtless crowds ! 
Glory, the bribe of avaricious virtue ! 
Be but my country free, be thine the praise ; 
I^k no witness, but attesting conscience. 
No records, but the records of the sky. 



Wilt thou then head the troop upon the shore, 
While I destroy th' oppressor of mankind ? 

DEMETKIUS. 

What canst thou boast superior to Pemetrius ? 
Ask to whose sword the Greeks will trust their cause. 
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My name shall echo through the shouting field : 
Demand whose force yon Turkish heroes dread. 
The shudd'ring camp shall murmur out Demetrius. 



Must Greece, still wretched by her children's folly,. 
For ever mourn their avarice or fecflons ? 
Demetrius justly pleads a double title, 
The lover's int'rest aids the patriot's claim. 



My pride shall ne'er protract my country's woes ? 
Succeed, my friend, unenvied by Leontius. 

DEMETRIUS. 

I feel new spirit shoot along my nerves. 
My soul expands to meet approacbiug "freedom. 
Now hover o'er us with propitious wings, 
Ye sacred shades of patriots and of martyrs ; 
AIJ ye, whose blood tyrannic rage efilis'd, 
Or persecution drank, attend our call ; 
And from the mansions of perpetual peace 
Descend, to sweeten labours once your own. 



Go then, and with united eloquence 
Confirm your troops; and when the moon'sfairbeam^ 
Plays on the quiv'ring waves, to guide our flight 
Return, Demetrius, and be free for ever. 

{^Exeunt Dem. and Leon. 
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SCENE IV.— Cali. Abdalla. 



How the new monarch, swell'd with airy rule. 
Looks down, contemptuous, fivm his fancied beigh^ 
And utteis late, unmindful of AbdallaJ 

CALL 

Far be such black ingratitude from Cali ! 
When Asia's nations own me for their lord. 
Wealth, and command, and grandeur, shall be thine^ 

ABDAIXA. 

Is this the recompense reaei-v'd for me ? 
Dar*st thou thus dally with Abdalla's passion ? 
Henceforward hope no more my slighted frendship. 
Wake from thy dream of power to death and tor- 
tures^ 
And bid thy visionary throne farewell I 

CALL 

Name, and enjoy thy wish— 



I need not name it ; 
Aspasia's lovers know but one desire. 
Nor hop^ nor wish, nor live, hut for Aspasia. 

CALL 

That fatal beauty plighted to Demetrius 
Heaven makes not mine to give. 

ABDALLA. 

Nor to deny. 



r:,9,N..<ib, Google 



CALL 

Obtain ber and poues^ thou knov'it thy rival. 



Too wdl I know bim, since on Thracia's plain* 
I felt the force of hie tempestuous arm. 
And saw my scattered squadrons fly before bim. 
Nor will I trust th' uncertain chance of combat ; 
The rights of princes let the sword decide, 
The petty claims of empire and of honour : 
Revenge and subtle jealousy shall teach 
A surer passage to his hated heart. 



O spare the gallant Greek, in him we lose 
The politician's art, and hero's flame. 



When next we meet, before we storm the palace. 
The bowl shall circle to confirm our league ; 
Then shall these juices taint Demetrius' draught, 

[^Shewing a phidL 
And stream destructive through his freezing veins : 
Thus shall he live to strike th' important blow. 
And perish ere be tastes the joys of conquest. 

SCENE V. — Mahoust, Mustapha, Cali, 
Abdalla. 

HABOMET. 

f^enceforth for ever happy be this day, 
Sacred to love, to pleasure, and Irene ! 
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The matchless fair has bless'd me with compliance ; 

Let ev'ry tongue resound li'ene'a praise. 

And spread the general transport through roankiadJ 



Blest prince, for whom indulgent Heaven ordaoia 
At once the joys of paradise and empire* 
Now join thy people's and thy Cali's prayers i 
Suspend thy passage to the seats of bliss, ' 
Nor wish for Houries in Irene's arras. 

MAHOMET. 

Forbear — 1 know the long-tried faith of Cali. , 



! could the eyes of kings, like those of Heaven, ' 
Search to the. dark recesses of the soul. 

Oft would they find ingratitude and treason, 
By smiles, and oaths, and praises, ill disguis'd. 
How rarely would they meet, in crowded courts, 
Fidelity so firm, so pure, as mine. 

MUSTAPHA. 

Yet ere we give our loosen'd thoughts to rapture,' 
Let prudence obviate an impending danger j 
Tainted by sloth) the parent of sedition. 
The hungry Janizary bums for plunder, 
And px>wls in private o'er his idle sabre. 

MAHOMET. 

To still their murmurs, ere the twentieth sun 
Shall shed his beams upon the bridal bed* 

1 rouse to W9r, and.conquer for Irene. [ . . 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



Then.iiball the Kbodisn moum his siqlunig towftrs,; 
And Buda fall, iand proud Vieqna tremble : . 
Then shall Venetia feel the Turkish power, 
And subject seas roai* round their queen in vain. 

ABDALtA. ^ 

Then seize fair Italy's delightful coast. 
To fix your standard in imperial Rome. 

MAHOMET. 

Her sons malicious Clemency shall spare. 

To form new legends, sanctify new crimes. 

To canonize the slaves of superstition, 

And fill the world with follies and impostures. 

Till angry Heaven shall mark them out for ruin. 

And war o'erwhelm them in their dream of vice. 

O, could her fabled saints and boasted prayers 

Call forth her ancient heroes to the field. 

How should I joy, 'midst the fierce shock of nations^ 

To cross the towerings of an equal soul. 

And bid tlie master genius rule the world ! 

Abdalla, Call, go— proclaim my purpose. 

[^Exeunt Call and Abdalla. 

SCENE YI. — Mahomet, Mustapha. . 

MAHOMET. 

Still Cali lives : and must he live to-morrow ? 
That fawning villain's forc'd congratulations 
WDI cloud my triumphs, and pollute the day. 



With cautious vigilaoce, at my command. 
Two faithftil captains, Hasan and Caraza, 
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Ptinue Mm through his lab;f rintbs of tteatao. 
And wait your summons to report his conduct. 



Call them — but let them not prolong their tale. 
Nor press too touch upon a lover's patience. 

[^Eait Musti^ba* 

SCENE yil.— Mahomet, sohis. 

Whomever the hope, still blasted, still renew*d. 
Of happiness lur^ on from toil to toil, 
Bemember Mahomet, and cease thy labour. 
Behold him herei in love^ in war, succeesful. 
Behold him wretched in his double triumph ; 
His fav'rite faithless, and his mistress base. 
Ambition only gave her to my arms, 
By reason not convinc'd, nor ^on by love : 
Ambition was her crime ; but meaner folly 
Dooms me to loath at once, and dpaf; pR fals^ood, 
And idolize th' apostate I contemn. 
If thou art more than the gay dreani pf fancy. 
More than a pleasing sound without a meaniug^ 
O happiness 1 sure thou art 9U Aspasia's. 

SCENE VIIL^tMahomet, Mustapha, IIasan^ 
Cabaza. 

MAHOMET. 

Caraza, speak— haye ye remark'd the Bassa ? 

CAAAZA. 

Close, as we might unseen^ we watch'd his steps ; 
Hia hair dJaorder'd, and his gait unequal. 
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Betrayed the wild emotions of his mind. 
Sudden he stops, and inwu^ turns hi> ^es, 
Absofb'd in thought ; then, startiDg from his tnmc^ 
Constrains a sullen smile, and shoots away. 
^th him Abdalla we beheld— 

MUSTAPHA. 

Abdalla! 

UAHOUST. 

Pe weui of late teseDtment on bis brow, 
Penied the goveniment of Seryia's province;. 



We mark'd him storming in excess of fury, 
Aiid heard, within the thicket that concealed us^ 
An undistinguish'd sound of threatening rage. 

UUSTAFHA. 

How guilt, once liarbour'd in the conscious breast, 
Intimidates the brave, degrades the great ! 
See Call, dread of kings, and pride of armies, 
By treason level'd with the dregs of men ! 
Ere guilty fear depress'd the hoary chief. 
An a^ry murmur, a rebellious frown. 
Had stretdi'd the fiery boaster in the grave. 



Shall monarchs fear to draw the sword of justicf^ 
Aw'd by the crowd, and by their slaves restrain'd ? 
Seize him this night, and through the private passage 
Copvey htm to the prison's inmost depths. 
Reserved to sAl the pangs of tedious ^ath. 

lEseuni Mahomet md Mustaphs. 
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SCENE IX.— Hasan, Caraza. 



Shall then the Greeks, unpunish'd and conceal'd* . 

Contrive perhaps, the ruin of our empire. 
League with our chiefs, and propagate sedition ? 



Whate'er their scheme, the Bassa's death defeats it. 

And gratitude's strong ties restrain my tongue. 



What ties to slaves ? what gratitude to foes ? 



In that black day when slaughter'd thousands fell 
Around these fatal walls, the tide of war 
Bore me victorious onward, where Demetrius 
Tore unresisted from the giant hand 
Of stern Sebalias the triumphant crescent. 
And dash'd the might of Asem from the ramparts.- 
There 1 hecame, nor blush to makeit known. 
The captive of his sword. The coward Greeks, 
Enrag*d by wrongs, exulting with success, 
Doom'd me to die with all the Turkish captains ; 
But brave Demetrius scom'd the mean revenge. 
And gave me life- 



Do thou repay the gift, 
Il«st unrewarded mercy lose its charms. 
Profuse of wealth, or bounteous of success, 
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When Heaven bestows the privilege to bless ; 
Let no weak doubt the gen'rous hand restrain. 
For when was power beneficent in vain ? 

ACT V. 
SCENE I.-!-AsPAsiA, sola. 

In these dark moments of suspended fate. 
While yet the future fortune of my country 
Lies in the womb of Providence conceal' d, 
And anxious angels wait the mighty birth ; 
O grant thy sacred influence, powerful Virtue! 
Attention rise, survey the fair creation, 
Till, conscious of th' encircling deity. 
Beyond the mists of care thy pinion towers. 
This calm, these joys, dear Innocence ! are thine, 
Joys ill exchang'd for gold, and pride, and empire. 
[^Enter Irene and Attendants. 

SCENE II. — AsPAsiA, Irene, and Attendants* 



See how the Moon through all th' unclouded sky 
Spreads her mild radiance, and descending dews 
Revive the languid flowers j thus nature shone 
New from the Maker's hand, and fair array'd 
In the bright colours of primeval spring ; 
When purity, while fraud was yet unknown, 
Flay'd fearless in th' unviolated shades. 
This elemental joy, this geri'ral calm, 
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Is sui:e die smile of unoffisnded Heaved^ 
Yet! why— 

MAI&, 

Behold, within th* embowering groVe 
Aspasia stands — 

irSne. 
With m^ancholy mien, 
Pensive, and envious of Irene's greatness. 
Steal unperceiv'd iqwn her mecUtationa-— 
But see, the lofty maid, at our approach. 
Resumes th' imperious air of haughty virtue* 
Are these th' unceasing joys, th' unmingled pleasures 
[To Aspasia* 
For which Aspasia scom'd the Turkish crown ? 
Is this th' unshaken confidence in HeaV^ ? 
Is this the boasted blisa of conscious virtue ? 
When did content sigh out her cares in secret 7 
When did felicity repine in deserts? 

ASPASIA. 

HI suits with guilt the gaieties of triumph ; 
When daring vice insults eternal justice. 
The ministers of wrath forget compassion. 
And snatch the flaming bolt with hasty hand< 

IRENE. 

Forbear thy tJireats, proud Prophetess of ill, 
Vers'd in the secret counsels of the sky. 



Forbear — But thou art sunk beneath reproach ; 
In vain affected raptures flush the cheek. 
And songs of ple^ure warble from Uie tcmgue. 



r:,9,N..<ib, Google 



A TAAOBDT. 39& 

When fear and anguish labour in the breast. 
And all within is darkness and confusion. 
Thus oh deceitful £tna*s flowery side 
Unfading verdure glads the roving eye } 
While secret flames, with uneztinguish'd rage^ 
Insatiate on her wasted entrails prey, 
And melt her treach'rous beauties into ruin. 

[^Enter Demetrius. 

SCENE III. — AsFAsiA, Ibehe, Dgmetuus. 

OBMSTRIUS. 

My. fly my love ! destruction rushes on us. 
The rack expects us, and the sword pursues. 

ASPASU. 

Is Greece delivered ? is the tyrant fall'n ? 

DEHET&IDS. 

Greece is no more ; the prosperous tyrant lives, 
Reserv'd, for other lands, the scourge of Heaven. 

ASPASIA. 

Say by what fraud, what force, were you defeated? 
Betray'd by falsehood, or by crowds o'erbome ? 

DEMETBIUS. 

The pressmg exigence forbids relation. 
Abdalla 

ASPASIA. 

Hated name ! his jealous rage 
Broke out in perfidy — O curs'd Aspasia, 
Bom to complete the ruin of her country ! 
Hide me, O hide me &om upbraiding Greece 
O, hide me in»a myself! 
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DEUETRIUS. 

Be fruitless grief 
The doom of guilt alone^ nor dare to seize 
The Ijireast where Virtue guards the throne of Peace. 
Devolve, dear, maid, thy sorrows on the wretch* 
Whose. fear, or rage, or treachery betray'd us! 

:eene, aside. 

A private statioD may discover more ; 

Then let me rid them of Irene's presence : 
Proceed, and give a loose to love and treason. 

(^Withdraws, 

ASPASIA. 

Yet tell 

DEMETSIUS. 

To tell or hear were waste of life* 



The life, which only this design supported. 
Were now well lost in hearing how you fail'd. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Or meanly fraudulent or madly gay, 
Abdalla, while we waited near the palace. 
With ill-tim'd mirth propos*d the bowl of love. 
Just as it reach'd my lips, a sudden cry 
Urg*d me to dash it to the ground untouch'd, 
And seize my sword with disencumber'd band. 

ASPASIA. 

What cry? The stratagem^ Did then Abdalla^. 
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DEMETRIUS. 

At once a thousand passions fir*!! his cheek ! 
Then all is past, he cried — and darted from us ; 
Nor at the call of Cali deign'd to turn. 

ASPASIA. 

Why did you stay, deserted and betray'd? 
What more could force attempt or art contrive ? 

DEUBTaiUS. 

Amazement seiz'd us, and the hoary Bassa 
Stood torpid in suspense ; but soon Abdalla 
Retum'd with force that made resistance vain. 
And bade his new confed'rates seize the traitors. 
Cali disarm'd was borne away to death ; 
Myself escap'd, or favour'd or neglected. 

ASPASIA. 

O Greece, reoown'd for science and for wealth. 
Behold. thy boasted honours snatch'd away ! 

DEMETRIUS. 

Though disappointment blast our general scheme. 
Yet much remains to hope. I shall not call 
The day disastrous that secures our flight ; 
Nor think that effort lost which rescues thee. 

lEnter Abdalla. 

SCENE rv. — Irene, Astasia, Demetbius, 
Abdalla. 

ABDALLA. 

At length the prize is mine — The haughty maid 
That bears the fate of empires in her air, 
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94/i IRENE, 

Henceforth shall live for me } for me alone 

Shall plume her charms, and, with attentive watch. 

Steal from AbdalWs eye the sign to smile. 



DBMETBIUS. 



Cease this wild roar of savage exultation ; 
AdvanoEV and perish in the fnnde boa^t. 



Forbear, Demetrius, 'tia A^sia caDs thee ; 
Thy love, Aspasia, calls ; restrain thy sword ; 
Nor rush on useless wounds with idle courage. 

DSMBTBIUS. 

What now remains? 

A8PA8IA. 

It now remains to fly ! 

DEMETams. 

Shall then the savage live, to boast his insult } 
Tell how Demetrius shunn'd his single hand. 
And stole his life and mistress from his sabre ? 



Infatuate loiterer, has fate in vain 
Unclasp'd his iron gripe to set thee free ? 
Still dost thou flutter in the jaws of death;. 
Snar'd with thy fears, and maz'd in stupefaction ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Foi;give, my fair, *tis_life, 'tis nature calls : 
Now, traitor, feel the fear that chills my hand. 
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'Tis raadoess to provoke superfluous danger, 
And cowardice to dread the boast of folly. 



Fly, wretch, while yet my pity grants thee fl^t ; 
The power of Turkey waits upon my call. 
Leave but this maid, resign a hopless claim, 
And drag away thy life in scorn and safety, 
Thy life, too mean a prey to lure Abdalla. 

OEMETRlUS. 

Once more I i^are thy Sword } behold the prize. 
Behold I quit her to the chance of battle. 

[^Quitting Aspasia. 

ABDALLA. 

Well may'st thou call thy master to the combat, 
And try the hazard^ that hast nought to stake [ 
Alike my death or thine is gain to thee ; 
But soon thou shalt repent : another moment 
Shall throw th' attending Janizaries round thee. 

[£^V hastibf Abdalla. 

SCENE V. — AsPASiA, Irbhb, Demetrius. 



Abdalla fails ; now Fortune, all is mine. [_Aside. 
Haste, Murza, to the palace, let the Sultan 

[To one qfker Attendants, 
Despatch his guards to stop the flying traitors. 
While X protract their stay. Be swifl and faithful. 
\^Exit Murza. 
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This tiicky stratagem shall charm the Sultan, [^Aside. 
Secure his confidence, and fix his love. 



Behold a boaster's worth ! Now snatch, my fair. 
The happy moment ; hasten to the shore, 
£re he return with thousands at his side. 

ASPA6IA. 

In vain I listen to th* inviting call 
Of freedom and of love j my trembling joints, 
Relax'd with fear, refuse to bear me forward. 
Depart, Demetrius, lest my fate involve thee ; 
Forsake a wretch abandon'd to despair. 
To share the miseries herself has caus'd. 

DEMSTKIU3. 

Let US not struggle with th' Eternal will. 

Nor languid o'er irreparable ruins j 

Come, haste and live — Thy innocence and troth 

Shall bless our wand'rings, and propitiate Heaven. 

lElENE. 

Press not her flight, while yet her feeble nerves 
Refuse their office, and uncertain life 
Still labours with imaginary woe : 
Here let me tend her with officious care. 
Watch each unquiet flutter of the breast. 
And joy to feel the vital warmth return, 
To see the cloud forsake her kindling cheek. 
And bail the rosy dawn of rising health, 

ASP ASIA. 

Oh ! rather scornful of flagitious greatness. 
Resolve to share our dangers and our toils. 
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Companion of our flight, illustrious exile, 
Leave slav'ry, guilt, and infamy, behind. 



My soul attends thy voice> and banished virtue 
Strives to regain her empire of the mind : 
Assist her efforts with thy strong persuasion ; 
Sure 'tis the happy hour ordain'd above. 
When vanquish'd vice shall tyrannize no more. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Remember peace and anguish are before thee, 
And honour and reproach, and Heaven and Hell. 

ASPASIA. 

Content with freedom, and precarious greatness. 

DEHETRIDS. 

Now make thy cboice, while yet the power of choice 
Kind Heaven afibrds thee, and inviting Mercy 
Holds out her band to lead thee back to truth. 



Stay— in this dubious twilight of conviction^ 
The gleams of reason, and the clouds of passion. 
Irradiate and obscure my breast by turns : 
Stay but a moment, and prevailing truth 
Will spread resistless light upon my soul. 

DEMETRIUS. 

But since none knows the danger of a moment. 
And Heaven forbids to lavish life away. 
Let kind compulsion terminate the contest. 

\_Sei3ing her hand. 
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Ye Christian captiVes, follow me to freedom : 
A galley wdita us, and the winds invit;e. 

IRKNfi. 

Whence is this violence ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Your calmer thought 
Will teach a gentler term. 

in:SN£. 

Forbear this rudeneBS. 
And learn the rev'rence due to Turkey's Qneen : 

Fly, slaves, and call the Sultan to my rescue. 

DSMETttlUS. 

Farewell, unhappy maid : may every joy 

Be thine, that wealth can give, or guilt receive ! 



And when, contemptuous of imperial power - 
Disease shall chase the phantoms of ambition. 
May penitence attend thy mournful bed. 
And wing thy latest prayer to pitying Heaven ! 
{^E^c^mt Dem. Asp. with part qftiie AUettdants, 

SCENE VI. — Irene walks at a disUmceJrom her 
At^dants. 

4/^ a pause. 
Against the head, which innocence secures. 
Insidious malice aims her darts in vain, 
Tum'dbackwardsby the powerful breath of Heaven. 
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Perhaps even now the lovers unpursu'd 
Bound o'er the sparkling waves. Go, happy bark. 
Thy sacred fre^t shall still the r^ing main. 
To g^de thy passage shali th' aerial qririts 
Fill all the stairy lamps with doabie blaze j 
Th' applatudjng sky ishall poor forth all its beams. 
To grace the trtotnph of victorioas virtfle 1 
While I, not yet familiar to my crimes, 
Recoil from thought, and shadder at myself. 
How am I chang'd ! How lately did Irene 
Fly from the busy pleasures of her sex. 
Well pleas'd to search the treasures of remembrance, 
And live her guiltless moments o'er anew ! 
- Come, let us seek new pleasures in the palace, 

{To her attendants, g<mg qff. ■ 
Till soft fatigue invite us to repose. 

SCENE VII. — Enter Mustafha, meeting and 
stopping her. 

MUSTAPHA. 

Fair Fals^ood, stay. 

IBENE. 

What dream of sudden power 
Has taught my slave the Iwiguage of command! 
Henceforth be wise, nor hope a second pardon. 

UUSTAPHA. 

Who calls for pardon fr«a a wretch condemn'd? 



Thy look, tiiy speech, thy acUon, all is wildnesa — 
Who charges guilt on me ? 
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Who charges guilt ? 
Ask of tby heart i aUend the voice of conscieDce-r- 
Who charges guilt ! lay by this proud resentment 
That fires thy cheek, and elevates thy mieD> 
Nor thus usurp the dignity of virtue. 
Review this day. 

IBENE. 

Whatever thy accusation. 
The Sultan is my judge. 

MUSTAPHA. 

That hope is past ; 
Hard was the strife of justice and of love ; 
But now 'tis o'er, Eind justice has prevailM. 
Know'st thou not Cali? know'st thou notDemetrius? 

IBENE. 

Bold slave, I know them both— I know them traitors. 

ICUSTAFHA. 

Perfidious ! — yes — too well thou know*st them 
traitors. 

IRENE. 

Their treason throws no stain upon Irene. 

This day has prov'd my fondness for the Sultan ; 

He knew Irene's truth. 

MUSTAPHA. 

The Sultan knows it. 
He knows how near apostacy to treason— 
But 'tis not mine to judge — I scorn and leave the& 
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I go, lest vrageance urge my hand to blood, 
To blood, too mean to stain a soldier'a sabre. 

[£.n7 Mustapha. 
Irbne, to her Attendatits. 
Go, blustering slave—He has not heard of Murza. 
That dex'trous message frees me from suspicion. 

SCENE Vlll.— Enter Hasan, Caraza, with Mutes, 
who thrffiD the black robe upon Ibene, and sign 
to her Attendants to wilhdrcew. 



Forgive, fiur Excellence, th' unwilling tongue. 
The tongue, that, forc'd by strong necessity. 
Bids beauty, such as thine, prepare to die. 



What wild mistake is this ! Take hence with speed 
Your robe of mourning, and your dogs of death. 
Quick from my sight, you inauspicious monsters. 
Nor dare henceforth to shock Irene's walks. 



Alas ! they come commanded by the Sultan, 
Th' unpitying ministers of Turkish justice, 
Nor dare to spare the life his frown condemns. 



Are these the rapid thunderbolts of war, 
That pour with sudden violence on kingdoms. 
And spread their flames resistless o'er the world ? 
What sleepy charms benumb these active heroes. 
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Depress their spirits, and retard tlieir speed ? 
Beyond the feair of lingering punishment, 
A^am now within her lover's arms 
Securely sleeps* and in de%htful dreatia 
Smiles at the threat'nings of defeated rage. 



We come, bright Virgin, though relenting nature 
Shrinks at the hated task, for thy destniqtioD i 
When Bummon'd by the Sultan's dam'rous fuiy. 
We ask'd, with tim'rous tongue, th' offender's name,' 
He struck his tortur'd breast, and roar'd, Irene : 
We started at the sound, again inquir'd. 
Again his thund'ring votce retura'd, Irene. 

IRENE. 

Whence is this rage ? what barb'rous tongue has 

wrong'd me ? 
What fraud misleads him ? or what crimes incense ? 

HASAN. 

Bxpiring Cali nam'd Irene's chamber. 
The place appointed for his master's death. 

IRENE. 

Irene's chamber ! From my faithful bosom 
Far be the thought— But hear my protestation. 

CARAZA. 

'Tis ours, alas ! to punish, not to judge. 

Not call'd to try the cause, we heard the sentence, 

Ordain'd the mournful messengers of death. 

IRENE. 

Some ill-designing statesman's base intrigue ! 
Some cruel stratagem of jealous beauty ! 
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Perhaps yourselves the villains that cfefanie me. 
Now haste to murder, ere returning thou^t 

Recsl fh' extwted doom. It must be so : 

Confess your crime, or lead me to the Sultan ; 
There dauntless truth shall blast the vile accuser ; ' 
Then shall you feel .what language canot utter. 
Each piercing torture, ev'ry change of pain. 
That vengeance can invent, or power inflict 

l^Enter Abdalla : he stops skortf and listens. 

SCENE IX. — Irene, Hasan, Caraza, Abdalla. 

ABDALLA, OStde. 

All is not lost, Abddla ; see the queen. 
See the last witness of thy guilt uid fear 
Enrob'd in death — Despatch her, and be great. 



Unhappy fair! compassion calls upon me 
To check this torrent of imperious ragej 
While unavailing anger crowds thy tongue 
With idle threats and fruitless exclamation, 
The fraudful moments ply their silent wings. 
And steal thy life away. Death's horrid angel 
Already shakes his bloody sabre o*er thee. 
The raging Saltan bums till our return. 
Curses the dull delays of lingering mercy. 
And thinks his fatal mandates ill obeyM. 



Is then your sovereign's life so cheaply rated. 
That thus you parley with detected treason ? 
Should she prevail to gain the Sultan's presence, 
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SooD might her tears engage a lover's credit ; 
Perhaps her malice might transfer the charge ; 
Perhaps her poisonous tongue might blast Abdalla. 



O let me but be heard, nor fear from me 
Or flights pf poweti or projects of ambition. 
My hopes, my wishes, terminate in life» 
A little life for grief, and for repentaocie. 



I mark'd her wily messenger afar. 

And saw him skulking in the closest walks : 

I guess'd her dark designs, and wam'd the Sultan, 

And bring her former sentence new confirm'd. 

HASAN. 

Then call it not our cruelty, nor crime. 
Deem us not deaf to woe, nor blind to beauty. 
That thus constrain'd we speed the stroke of death. 
[^Beckons the Mutes, 

IRENE. 

O name not death ! Distraction and amazement, 
Horror and agony, are in that sound ! 
Let me but live, heap woes on woes upon me, 
Hide me with murd'rers in the dungeon's gloom. 
Send me to wander oq some pathless shore. 
Let shame and hooting infamy pursue me, 
Let slav'ry harass, and let hunger gripe. 

CARAZA. 

Could we reverse the sentence of the Sultao, 
Our bleeding bosoms plead Irene's cause. 
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But cries and tears are vain ; prepare with patieDce 
To meet that fate we can delay no longer. 

QTfte Mutes at the sign lay hold qffier. 



Despatch, ye ling*ring slaves ; or nimbler hands. 
Quick at my call, shall execute your charge ; 
Despatch, and learn a iitter time for pity. 



Grant me one hour, O grant me but a moment, 
And bounteous Heaven repay the mighty mercy 
With peaceful death, and happiness eternal ! 



The prayer I cannot grant — I dare not hear. 
Short be thy pains. [^Signs again to the Mutes. 



Unutterable anguish ! 
Ouilt and Despair, pale spectres ! grin around me. 
And stun me with die yellings of damnation ! 
O, hear my prayers! accept, all-pitying Heaven, 
These tears, these pangs, these last remains of life; 
Nor let the crimes of this detested day 
Be charg'd upon my soul. O, mercy ! mercy ! 

[^Mutesjbrce her. out. 

SCENE X. — Abdalla, Hasan, Cabaza. 

ABDALLA, OStde. 

Safe in her death, and in Demetrius' flight, 
Abdalla, bid thy troubled breast be calm. 
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Now shalt thou shine Uie darUng of the Sultan* 
The plot all Cali% the detection thine. 

BASAN to CARAZA. 

Does not thy bosom, for I know thee tender, 
A stranger to th' oj^n-essor's saVage joy^ 
Melt at Irene's fat^ and share her woes? 



Her piercing cries yet fill the loaded air. 
Dwell on my ear, and sadden all my soul. 
But let ua try to clear our clouded brows. 
And tell the horrid tale with cheerful face i 
The stormy Sultan rages at our stay. 

ABDALLA. 

Frame your report with circumspective art ; 
Inflame her crimes, exalt your own obedience ; 
But let no thoughtless hint involve Abdalla. 

CABAZA. 

What need of caution to report the fate 
Of her the Sultan's voice condemn'd to die ? 
Or why should be, whose violence of duty . . 
Has serv'd his prince so well, demand our silence ? 

ABDALLA. 

Perhaps my zeal too fierce betray'd my prudence ; 
Perhaps my warmth exceeded my commission ; 
Perhaps I will not stoop to plead my cause. 
Or argue with the stave that sav*d Demetrius. 

CAftAZA. 

From his escape learn thou the power of virtue ; 
Nor hope his fortune while thou want'st his worth. 
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A TRAGEDY. S 

HASAN. 

Tbe Sultan comes, still gloomy^ still eDrag'd. 
SCENE XI.— Habaw, Cabaza, Mahomet, 

MUSTAPHA, AbDALLA. 



Where's this fair trait'ress ? Where's this smiling 

mischief. 
Whom neither vows could fix* nor favours bind ? 

HASAK. 

Thine orders, mighty Sultan ! are perform'd, 
And all Irene now is breathless clay. 

MAHOMET. 

Your hasty zeal defrauds the claim of justice. 
And disappointed vengeance bums in vain. 
I came to heighten tortures by reproach, 
And add new terrors to the face of death. 
Was this the maid whose love I bought with empire ? 
True, she was fair; the smile of innocence 
Flay'd on her cheek— So shone the first apostate- 
Irene's chamber I Did not roaring Cali^ 
Just as the rack forc'd out his struggling soul. 
Name for the scene of death Irene's chamber? 

MITSTAFHA. 

His breath prolong'd but to detect her treason. 
Then in short siighs forsook his broken frame. 

MAHOMET. 

Decree'd to perish in Irene's chamber ! 

There had she luU'd me with endearing falsehoods, 
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Clasp'd in her arms, or slumb'ring on her breast. 
And bar'd my bosom to the ruffian's dagger. 

SCENE XII.~ Hasan, Caraza, Mahomet, 
Mdstapha, Murza, Abdalla. 



Forgive, great Sultan ! that, by fate prevented, 
1-bring a tardy message from Irene. 

MAHOMET. 

Some artful wile of counterfeited love ! 
Some soft decoy to lure me to destruction ! 
And thou, the curs'd accomplice of her treason. 
Declare thy message and expect thy doom. 



The queen requested that a chosen troop 
Might intercept the traitor Greek, Demetrius, 
Then ling*ring with his captive mistress here. 



' The Greek Demetrius !, whom th' expiring Bassa 
Declar'd the chief associate of his guilt ! 



A chosen troop — to intercept — Demetrius— 
The queen requested — Wretch, repeat the message; 
And, if one varied accent prove thy falsehood. 
Or but one moment's pause betray confusion. 
Those trembling limbs — Speak out, thou shiv'ring 
traitor. 
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MUBZA. 

The queen requested—— 

MAHOMET. 

Who? the dead Irene? 
Was she then guiltless ? has my thoughtless rage 
Destroy'd the fairest workmanship of Heaven ! 
Doom'd her to death unpitied and unheard. 
Amidst her kind solicitudes for me ! 
Ye slaves of cruelty, ye tools of rage, 

£To Hasan and Caraza. 
Ye blind officious ministers of folly, 
Could not her charms repress your zeal for murder ? 
Could not her prayers, her innocence, her tears. 
Suspend the dreadful sentence for au hour ? 
One hour had freed me from the fatal error ! 
One hour had sav'd me irom despair and madness. 

CAlfAZA. 

Your fierce impatience forc'd us from your presence, 
Urg'd us to speed, and bade us banish pity. 
Nor trust ourpassions with her fatal charms. 

MAHOMET. 

What hadst thou lost by slighting those commands ? 
Thy life perhaps — ^Were but Irene spar'd, 
W^l if a thousand lives like thine had perishM ! 
Such beauty, sweetness love, were cheaply bought 
With half the grov'ling slaves that load the globe. 

MUSTAPBA. 

Great is thy woe ! But think, illustrious Sultan, 
Sach ills are sent for souls like thine to conquer. 

VOL. I. ll 
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958 IBEHE, 

Shake off this weight of unavailing grief^ 
Rush to the war, display thy dreadful bannersr 
And lead thy troops victorious round the world. 

MAHOMET. 

Robb'd of the maid with whom I wish'd to trium[di« 
No more I bum for fame, or for dominion ; 
Success and conquest now are empty sounds. 
Remorse and anguish seize on all my breast ; 
Those groves, whose shades embower'd the dear 

Irene, 
Heard her last cries, and fann'd her dying beauties* 
Shall hide me from the tasteless world for ever. 

[Mahomet goes back, and returns. 
Yet ere I quit the sceptre of dominion, 
I^t one just act conclude tho hateful day. 
Hew down, ye guards, those vassals of distraction^, 
{Pointing to Hasan and Caraza. 
Those hounds of bloody that catch the hint to kill; 
Bear off with eager haste th* unfinish'd sentence. 
And speed the stroke, lest mercy should o^ntake 

them. 

, - CARAZA. 

Then hear, great Mahomet, the vmce of truth. 

MAHOTMET. - . 

Hear, shall I hear thee! didst thou hear Irene? 

CASAZA. 

Hear but a moment. 

HAHOMET. 

Had'st thou heard a moment. 
Thou might'st have liv'd, for thou had'st ^ar*d Irene. 
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CARAZA. 

I heard her, pided her, and tnsh'd to save bet. 

MAHOMET. 

And wish'd — be atill thy fate to wish in vain. 

CARAZA^ 

I beard and soflenM^ till AbdaRa brought 
Her final doom, and hurried her destruction. 

MAHOMET. 

Abdalla brought her doom I Abdalla brought it ! 
The wretch, whose guilt, declw'd by tortur'd Cali, 
My rage and grief had hid from my remembrance : 
Abdaila brought her doom E 



Abdalla brought tt. 
While yet ^e begg*d to plead her cause before tliee* 

MAHOMET. 

seize me, madness — ^Did she call on me ! 

1 feel, I see the ruffian's bsrb*rous rage. 
He seiz'd her melting in the fond appeal. 

And stoppM the heavenly voice that calPd on me. 
My spirits fail, awhile support me. Vengeance — 
Be just, ye slaves; and, to be just, be cruel; 
Contrive new racks, imbitter ev'ry pang. 
Inflict whatever treason can deserve, 
Which murder'd innocence that call'd on nfe. 

^Exit Mahomet ; Abdalla is dragged off. 
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SCENE XIII.— Hasan. Caraza, Mustapha, 

MuRZA. 

U USTAPHA to MURZA. ' 

What plagueSf what tortures, are in store for thee, 
lliou sluggish idler, dilatory slave ! 
Behold the model of coDsummate beauty 
Tom from the moumiDg earth by thy oeglect ! 

UURZA. 

Such was the will of Heaven — A band of Greeks 
That mark'd my course, suspicious of my purpose, 
Rush'd out and seizM me, thoughtless and unann'd. 
Breathless, amaz'd, and on the guarded beach 
Detained me till Demetrius set me free. 

MUSTAPHA. 

So sure the fall of greatness raised on crimes ! ' 
So fix'd thejustice of all-conscious Heaven ! 

When haughty guilt exults with impious joy. 

Mistake shall blast, or accident destroy i 

Weak man with erring rage may throw the dart. 

But Heaven shall guide it to the guilty heart. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Marrt a Turk ! a haughty, tyrant king ! 
Who thinks us women born to dress and sing 
To please his fancy l^— See no other man ! 
Let him persuade me to it — if he can : 
Besides, he has fifty wives, and who can bear 
To have the fiftieth part her paltry share ? 

*Tis true, the fellow's handsome, straight, and tall, 
But how the devil should he please us all ? 
My swain is little — true — but, be it known. 
My pride's to have that little all my own. 
Men will be ever to their errOTs blind. 
Where woman's not allow'd to speak her mind. 
I swear this eastern pageantry is nonsense. 
And for one man— K)ne wife's enough of conscience. 

In vain proud man usuips what's woman's due ; 
For us alone, they honour's paths pursue : 
Inspir'd by us, they glory's heights ascend ; 
Woman the source, the object, and the end. 
Though wealth, and power, and glory, they receive. 
These are all trifles to what we can give. 
For us the statesman labours, hero fights. 
Bears toilsome days, and wakes long tedious nights j 
And, when blest peace has silenc'd war's alarms. 
Receives his full reward in beauty's arms. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr Garrici, April 5. nsO, before the Mai^ue of 
Comui. Acted at Dniry-Lane Theatre, Jw rte hmefi ^ 
MUtm't Grand-Daughter.* - 

Ye patriot crowds, who burn for England's fam^ 

Ye nymphs, whose bosoms beat at Miltcm's name. 

Whose gen'rous 2eal, unbougfat by flstt'ring rhymes 

Shames the mean pensions of Augustan times^ 

Immortal patrons of succeeding days. 

Attend this prelude of perpetual praise; 

Xiet wit, condemn'd the ied)le war to wage 

With close miUevolence, or public rage. 

Let study, worn with virtue's fruitless loce. 

Behold this theatre, and grieve no more. 

This night, distinguish'd by your smiles, shall teU 

That never Briton can in v^n excel ; 

The slighted arts futurity shall trust. 

And rising ages hasten tb be just 

At length our mighty bard's victorious lays 
Fill the loud voice of universal praise ; 

■ See Volume IX. 
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And baffled spite, with hopeless angui^ dumb* 
Yields to renown the centuries to come ; 
With ardent haste each candidate oi f^me, 
Ambitious, catches at his towering name { 
He sees, ^nd pitying sees, vain wealth bestow. 
Those pageant honours which he scora'd below. 
While crowds aloft the laureat bust behold, 
Or. trace his form on circulating gold.. 
Unknown, unheeded, long his oti^pring lay. 
And want hung threat'ning o*er-her slow decay. ■ 
What though ^e shine with no Miltonian fire. 
No fav'ring Muse her morning dreamsinspire; 
Yet softer claims .the melting heart engage, 
Her youth laborious, and her blameless age ; 
Hers the mild merits of domestic life, 
The patient sufferer, and the faithful wife. 
Thus, graced with humble virtue's native charms. 
Her grandsire leaves her in Britannia's arms 4 
Secure with peace, with competence, to dwell. 
While tutelary nations guard her cell. 
Yours is the charge, ye fair, ye wise, ye brave i 
'Tis yours to crown desert — beyond the grave. 



PROLOGUE 

To the Conedi/ of The Good-Naiured Max. 1769. 

Peest by the load of life, the weary mind 
Surveys the gen'ral toil of human kind. 
With cool submission joins the lab'ring train. 
And social sorrow loses half its pain : 
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Our anxious bard without complaint may ihare 

This bustling season's epidemic care ; 

Like Cffisar's pilot dignified by fate. 

Tost in one Common storm with all the great ; 

Distrest alike the statesman and the wit, 

When one a Borough courts, and one the Pit. 

The busy candidates for power and fame 

Have hopes, and fears, and wishes, just the same ; 

Disabled both to combat or to fly, 

Must hear all taunts, and hear without reply. 

Uncheck'd on both loud rabbles vent their rage. 

As mongrels bay the lion in a cage. 

1%' offended burgess hoards his angry tale, 

For that blest year when all that vote may rail ; 

Their schemes of spite the poet's foes dismiss. 

Till that glad night when all that hate may hiss. 

" This day the powdered curls and golden coat," 
Says swelling Crispin, " begg'd a cobbler's vote.** 
" This night our wit," the pert apprentice cries, 
" Lies at my feet ; I hiss him, and he dies." 
The grrat, 'tis true, can charm th' electing tribe ; 
The bard may supplicate, but cannot bribe : 
Yet, judg'd by those whose voices ne'er were sold* 
He feels no want of ill-persuading gold ; 
But, confldent of praise, if praise be due. 
Trusts without fear to merit and to you. 
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PROLOGUE, 

To the Comedy t^ A Word to the Witt,* tpoken by Mr Htdl. 

This night presents a play which public rage. 
Or right, or wrong, once hooted from the stage.t 
From zeal or malice, now no more we dread, 
For English vengeance wars not with the dead. 
A gen'rous foe regards with pitying eye 
The man whom fate has laid where all must lie. 

To wit reviving from its author's dust, 
Be kind, ye judges, or at least be just. 
For no renewed hostilities invade 
Th' oblivious grave's inviolable shade. 
Let one great payment e\*Ty claim appease, 
And him, who cannot hurt, allow to please } 
To please by scenes unconscious of offence, 
By harmless merriment, or useful sense. 
Where aught of bright or fair the piece displays. 
Approve it onjy — 'tis too late to praise. 
If want of skill or want of care appear. 
Forbear to hiss — the poet cannot hear. 
By all like him must praise and blame be found. 
At best a fleeting gleam, or empty sound. 
Yet then shall calm reflection bless the night, 
When liberal pity dignifled delight ; 
When Pleasure fir'd her torch at Virtue's flame. 
And Mirth was bounty with an humbler name. 

* Perfonned at Covent- Garden theatre in 1777, for the be- ■ 
nefit of Mn Kelly, widow of Hugh Kelly, Enq. (the author of 
the play), and her children. 

f Upon the first representation of this play, 1770, a party 
assembled to damn it, and succeeded. 
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Stebn Winter noW) by Spring repress'd. 

Forbears the l<»ig c<Hitinued strife ; 
And nature on her naked breast 

Delights'to catch>the gales of life. 
Now o'er the rural kingdom roves 

Sofl; pleasure with the laughing train,' 
Love warbles in the vtical groves. 

And vegetation plants the plain. 

Unhappy ! whom to beds of pain . 

Arthritic • tyranny consigns ; 
Whom smiling nature courts in vain. 

Though rapture sings and beauty shines. 
Yet though my limbs disease invades, 

Her wings Imagination tries. 
And bears me to the peaceful shades. 

Where — — 's humble turrets rise. 
■. Here stop, my soul, thy rapid flight, 

Nor from the pleasing groves depart, 
Where first great nature charm'd my sight. 

Where wisdom first inform'd my heart. 
Here let me through the vales pursue 

A guide — a father — and a friend, 
Once more great nature's works review. 

Once more on wisdom's -voice attend. 

* The author being iU of the gout. 
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From false careasest causelesjB strife, 

Wild hope, vain fear, fQike remov'd ^ - 
Here let me leam the use of life, 
■ When best enjoy'd — when most improY'd. 
Teach me, thou venerable bower. 

Cool meditation's quiet seat. 
The gen'rous scorn of venal power. 

The silent graDdeur of retreat. . 
When pride by guilt to greatness climbs, 

Or raging factions rush to war. 
Here let me learn to shun the crimes 

I can't prevent, and will not share. 
But lest I fall by subtler foes, 

Bright Wisdom, teach me Curio's art. 
The swelling passions to compose. 

And quell the rebels of the heart. 



MIDSUMMER, 



O Ph(eb0S ! down the western sky. 

Far hence diffuse thy burning ray. 
Thy light to distant worlds supply. 

And wake them to the cares of day. 
Come, gentle Eve, the friend of care, 

Come, Cynthia, lovely queen of night ! 
Refresh me with a cooling air. 

And cheer me with a lambent light. 
Lay me, where o'er the verdant ground 

Her living carpet nature spreads j 
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Where the green bower, with roses crownM, 

In showers its fi-agrant foliage sheds ; 
Improve the peaceful hour with wine. 

Let music die along the grove ; 
Around the bowl let myrtles twine. 

And ev*ry strain be tun'd to love. 
Come, Stella, queen of all my heart ! 

Come, born to fill its vast desires ! 
Thy looks perpetual joys impart. 

Thy voice perpetual love inspires. 
Whilst all my wish and thine complete, 

By turns we languish and we burn, 
Let sighing gales our sighs repeat, 

Our murmurs — murmuriDg brooks return. 
Let me, when nature calls to rest. 

And blushing skies the mom foretell. 
Sink on the down of Stella's breast, 

And bid the waking world farewell. 



AUTUMN, 



Alas ! with swift and silent pace. 

Impatient time rolls on the year ; 
The seasons change, and nature's face 

Now sweetly smiles, now frowns severe. 
'Twas Spring, 'twas Summer, all was gay. 

Now Autumn bends a cloudy brow ; 
The flowers of Spring are swept away. 

And Summer I'ruits desert the bough. 
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The verdant leaves that play'd on high. 

And wanton'd on the western breeze^ 
Now trod in dust neglected lie. 

As Boreas strips the bending trees. 
The fields Aat wav'd with golden grain. 

As russet heaths, are wild and bare ; 
Not moist with dew, but drenched in rain. 

Nor health, nor pleasure, wanders there. 
No more while through the midnight shade> 

Beneath the moon's pale orb, I stray, 
Soft pleasing woes my heart invade. 

As Progne pours the melting lay. 
From this capricious clime she soars, 

O ! would some god but wings supply I 
To where each mom the spring restores. 

Companion of her flight I'd fly. 
Vain wish ! me fate compels to bear 

The downward season's iron reign. 
Compels to breathe pblliited air. 

And shiver on a blasted plain. 
What bliss to life can Autumn yield. 

If glooms, and showers, and storms 'prevail ; 
And Ceres flies the naked field, - 

And flowers, and fruits, and Phoebus fail ? 
Oh ! what remains, what lingers yet. 

To cheer me in the darkening hour ? 
The grape remains ! the friend of wit, 

In love, and mirth, of mighty power. 
Haste — press the clusters, fill the bowl i 

Apollo ! shoot thy parting ray : 
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This gives the sunshine of the souU 
This god of health, and verse, and day*- 

StiU— still the jocund strain shall flow. 
The pulse with vigorous rapture beat ^ 

My Stella with new charms shall glow. 
And ev'ry bliss in wine shiaU meet* 



WINTER, 



No more the morn, with tepid rays, 

Unfolds the $ower of various hue ; 
Noon spreads no more the genial blaze^ 

Nor gentle eve distils the dew. 
The ling'ring hours prrfong tiie night. 

Usurping darkness shares the day y . 
Her mists restrain the force of light. 

And Phoebus holds a doubtful sway. 
By gloomy twilight half reveal'd. 

With sighs we view the hoary hill. 
The leaflets wood, the naked field. 

The snow-topt cot, the frozen rill.. 
No music warbles through the grov^ 

No vivid colours paint the plain ; 
No more with devious steps I rove 

Through verdant paths now sought in vain. 
Abud the driving tempest roars, 

Congeal'd, impetuous showers descend j 
Haste, close the window, bar the doors, 

Fate leaves me Stella, and a friend. 
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In nature's aid let art supply 

With light and heat my little sphere ; 
Rouze, rouze the £re, and pile it high. 

Light up a qoDstellation here. 
I^t music sound th« voice of joy> 

Or mirth repeat the jocund tale j 
Let love his wanton wiles e:mp1oy. 

And o'ei: the season wine prevail. 
Yet time life's dreafy wintel- brings. 

When mirth's gay tale shall please Ac more ; 
Nor music charm — though Stella sings ; 

Nor love, nor wine, the spring restore. 
Catch then, O ! catch the transient hour. 

Improve each moment as it flies ; 
Life's a short summer — man a flower : 

He dies-^as ! how soon he dies ! 



THE WINTERS WALK. 

Behold, my fair, where'er we rove, 

What dreary prospects round us rise ; 
The naked hill, the leafless grove, 

The hoary ground; the frowning skies ! 
Nor only thought the wasted plain, 

Stem Winter in thy force confess'd > 
Still wider spreads thy horrid reign, 

I feel thy power usurp my breast. 
Enlivening hope, and fond desire. 

Resign the heart to spleen and care ; 
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Scarce frighted love maiakins her fire. 

And rapture saddens to despair. 
In groundless hope, and causeless fear. 

Unhappy man ! behold thy doom ; 
Still changing with the changeful year. 

The slave of sunshine and of gloom. 
Tir'd with vain joys, and false alarms. 

With mental and corporeal strife, 
Snatch me, my Stella, to thy arms. 

And screen me from the ills of life. 



To Miss - 



On her gimng the AtOhor a gold and tilt net-^norkfune 
ojhero 



Though gold and silk their charms unite 
To make thy curious web delight. 
In vain the varied work would shine. 
If wrought by any hand but thine ; 
lliy hand that knows the subtler art. 
To weave those nets that catch the heart. 

Spread out by me, the roving coin 
Thy nets may catch, but not confine ; 
Nor can I hope thy silken chain 
The glitt'ring vagrants shall restrain. 
Why, Stella, was it then decreed 
The heart once caught should ne'er be freed? 

* Printed among Mrs WiUiaini's Miscellaniei. 
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On her ptaj/it^ i^oh the Harpnchordinaroomkangtatk^floaxr- 
, pieces of her own pattithg.* 

When Stella strikes the tuneful string; 

Id scenes of imitated Spring, 

Where Beauty lavishes her powers 

On beds of never-fading flowers. 

And pleasure propagates around 

Each charm of modulated sound ; 

Ah ! think not, in the dangerous hour, , ' 

The Nymph fictitious as the flower j 

But shun, rash youth, the gay alcove, 

Nor tempt the snares-of wily-love. 

When charms thus press on ev'ry sense, .. 
What thought of flighty or of defence? 
Deceitful hope, and vain , desire, . , , , 

For ever flutter o'er her lyre. 
Delighting as the youth draws nigh, 
To point the glances of her eye. 
And forming with unerring art 
New chjuns to hold the captive heart. 

But on those regions of delight 
Might truth intrude with daring flight, 
Could Stella, sprightly, fair, and youilg, ' 
One moment hear the moral song, 
Instruction with her flowers might spring. 
And wisdom warble from her string. 

Mark, when from thousand mingled dyes . 
Thou seest one pleasing form arise, 

* Printed anuUig Mt* Wittiaiiu.'i.MucdliHae9i, .^. 

VOL.^. ■■ -S- : - ■>■-•:.■: 
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How active light, and thoughtful ibadet 

In greater scenes each other aid ; 

Mark, when the different notes agree 

In friendly contrariety, 

How passion's well accorded strife 

Gives all the harmony of life i 

Thy pictures shall thy conduct fraiae. 

Consistent still* though not the same ; 

Thy music teach the nobler art. 

To tune the regulated heart 



EVENING: An Ode. 

TO STELLA. 

Etxkino now from purple wings 
Sheds the grateful gifb she brings ; , 
Brilliant drops bedeck the mead. 
Cooling breezes shake the reed ; 
Shake the reed, and curl the stream 
Silver'd o'er with Cynthia's beam ; 
Near the chequer'd, lonely grove. 
Hears, and keeps thy secrets. Love. 
Stella, thither let us stray. 
Lightly o'er the dewy way. 
Phoebus drives his burning car. 
Hence, my lovely Stella, far j 
In his stead, the Queen of Night 
Kound us pours a lambent light ; 
Light that seems but just to show 
Breasts that beat, and cheeks that glow. 
Let us now, in whisper'd joy. 
Evening's «ilent hours employ, 
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Silence best, aod conscious shades. 
Please the hearts that love invades. 
Other pleasures give them pain, 
X^overs all but love disdain. 



TO THE SAME. 

Whether Stella's eyes are found 
Fix'd on earth, or glancing round. 
If her face with pleasure glow. 
If she sigh at others' woe. 
If her easy air express 
Conscious worth, or soft distress, 
Stella's eyes, and air, and face. 
Charm with undiminish'd grace. 

If on her we see display'd 
Pendant gems, and rich brocade. 
If h6r chintz with less expense 
flows in easy negligence ; 
Still she lights the conscious flame. 
Still her charms appear the same ; 
If she strikes the vocal strings. 
If she's silent, speaks, or sings. 
If she sit, or if she move, 
Still we love and still approve. 

Vain the casual, transient glance. 
Which alone can please by chance, 
Beauty, which depends on art, 
Changing with the changing art. 
Which demands the toilet's aid, 
Pendant gems and rich brocade. 
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I those charms alone cao prize, ,: 
Which from constaat. nature rise, . 
Which nor cirouinat«ice,,Dor.4rev« 
E'er can make, or more, or less. 



TO A FRIEND. 

No more thus brooding o'er yon heap, . 
With avarice painful vjgils keep ; . ..• 

Still -uoenjoy^d the present store. 
Still endless sighs are breath'd for more. 
O ! quit the shadow, catch the prize, 
Which not all India's treasure buys I 
To purchase Heaven has gold the power ? 
Can gold remove the mortal hour ? 
In life can love be bought with gold ? 
Are friendship's pleasures to be sold? 
1^0— all that's worth a wish — a thought. 
Fair virtue gives unbrib'd, unbought. . 
Cease then on trash thy hc^es to bind, 
I^et nobler views engage thy mind. 

With science tread the wondrous way. 
Or learn the Muse's moral lay ; 
In social hours indulge thy soul, 
Where mirth and temp'rance mix the bowl ; 
To virtuous love resign thy breast. 
And be, by blessing beauty— blest. 

Thus taste the feast by nature, spread. 
Ere youth and all its joys are fied ; 
Come taste with me the balm of life. 
Secure Irom pomp, and wealth, and strife. 
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I boast vbate'er for man was meant. 
In health, and Stella, and content ; ' ' 
And scorn [ oh [ let that scorn be thine f 
Mere things of clay that d% the mine. -' 



STELLA IN MOURNING. 

When lately Stella's form diiplay'd 

The beauties of the gay. brocade, 

The nymphs, wfao found their power decline, 

Froclaim'd her not so fair as fine. 

'* Fate ! snatch away the bnght disguise. 

And let the goddess trust her eyes.'* 

Thus blindly pra/d the fretful Fair, 

And Fate malicious heard the prayer ; 

But, brighten'd by the sable dress. 

As virtue rises in distress. 

Since Stella still extends her reign. 

Ah ! how shall envy sootJi her pain ? 

Th* adoring Youth and envious Fair, 
Henceforth shall form one common prayer ; 
And love and hate alike implore 
The skies—" TTiat Stella mourn no more." 



TO STELLA. 



Not the soft sighs of vernal gales. 
The fragrance of the flowery vales, 
The murmurs of the crystal rill, 
The vocal grove, the verdant hill -f 
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Not all their chamis, though all unite. 
Can touch my bosom with delight. 

Not all the gems on India's shore, 

Not all Peru's unbounded store. 

Not all the power, nor all the fame. 

That heroes, kings, or poets, claim ; 

Nor knowledge, which the leam'd approve j 

To form one wish my soul can move. 

Yet Nature's charms allure my eyes. 

And knowledge, wealth, and fame, I prize ; 

Fame, wealth, and knowledge, I obtain. 

Nor seek I nature's charms in vain j 

In lovely Stella all combine ; 

And lovely Stella ! thou art mine. 



Written at the Request of a Gentleman to tekom a Lady had 
given a Sprig qfMifrlle.* 

What hopes, what terrors, does this gift create? 
Ambiguous emblem of uncertain fate. 
The myrtle (ensign of supreme command, 
Consign'd to Venus by Melissa's hand) 
Not less capricious than a reigning fair. 
Oft favours, oft rejects, a lover's prayer. 
In myrtle shades oft sings the happy swain. 
In myrtle shades despairing ghosts complain. 

* These verges were first printed in b. Magazine for 17G8, but 
were written between forty and fifty years ago. Ele^aot as th^ 
are, they were composed in the short spsce of five minutes. 
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The myrtle crowns the happy lovers' heads* 
Th' unhappy lovers* graves the myrtle spreads. 
Ob ! then, the meaning of thy gift impart, . 
And ease the throbbings of an anziouB heart. 
Soon must this sprig, as you shall fix its doom. 
Adorn Fhilander's head, or grace his tomb. 



To LADY FIREBRACE,* at Bury Assizes. 

At length must Suffolk beauties shine in vain. 

So long renown'd in B n*s deathless strain ? 

Thy charms at least, fair Firebrace, might inspire 
Some zealous bard to wake the sleeping lyre ; 
For such thy beauteous mind and lovely face. 
Thou seem'st at once, bright nymph, a Muse and 
Grace. 



To LYCE, AN Elderly Lady. 

Yk nymphs whom starry rays invest. 

By flatt'ring poets given. 
Who shine, by lavish lovers drest. 

In all the pomp of Heaven ; 

* This lady waa Bridget, third daughter of Philip Bacon, 
Esq. of Ipivichi and relict of Philip Eren, Esq. of that town. 
She became the second wife of Sir Cordell Firebrace, the laat 
Baronet of that name, (to wham she brought a fortii&e of 
L.25,000), July 26. 1V57. Being again left a widow in 1759, 
■he was a third time married, April 7. 1762, to William Camp- 
bell, Egq. uncle to the then Duke of Argyle; aqd died July S. 
1782. 
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Engrou not all tbe beams on high. 

Which gild a lover's lays. 
But, AB your sister of the sky, 

het Lyce share the praise. 
Her silver locks djsplay the moon. 

Her brows a cloudy show, 
Strip'd rainbows round her eyes are seen. 

And showers from either flow. 
Her teeth Uie -ni^t with darluiess dyes, , 

She's starr'd with pimples o'er j 
Her tongue like nimble lightning plies, 

And can with thunder roar. 
But some Zelinda, while I sing, 

Denies my Lyce shines ; 
And all the pens of Cupid's wing 

Attack my gentle lines. 
Yet, spite of fair Zelinda's eye. 

And all her bards express. 
My Lyce makes as good a sky. 

And I but flatter less. 



On the Death op Mr ROBERT LEVET, 

A 7RACTISIR IK PHYSIC. 

Conoshh'd to Hope's delusive mine. 
As on we toil from day to day. 

By sudden blasts, or slow decline. 
Our social comforts drop away. 

Well tried through many a vsrying year, 
See Levet to the grave descend, 
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Officious, iDDOcent, lincere. 

Of ev'ry friendless name the friend. 
Yet still he fills Affection's eye. 

Obscurely wise, and coarsely kind j 
Nor, letter'd Arrogance, deny 

Thy praise to merit unrefin'd. 
When fainting nature call'd for aid, 

And hov'ring death prepar*d the blow, 
His vig'rous remedy ^splay'd 

The power of art without the show. 
In miBer))*8 darkest cavern known. 

His useful care was ever nigh, 
Where hopeless anguish pour'd his groan. 

And lonely want retir*d to die. 
No sumnions mock'd by chill delay» 

No petty gain disdained by pride. 
The modest wants of ev'ry day , 

The toil of ev*ry day supplied. 
His virtues walk*d their narrow round. 

Nor made a pause, nor left a void ; 
And sure th' Eternal Master found 

The single talent well employ'd. 
The busy day— the peaceful night, 

Unfelt, uncounted, glided by ; 
His frame was firm — his powers were bright, . 

Though now his eightieth year was nigh. 
Then with no fiery throbbing pain. 

No cold gradations of decay. 
Death broke at once the vital chain. 

And freed Hs soul the nearest way. 
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EPITAPH ON CLAUDE PHILIPS, 

AH ITtREKAHT HCSICIAH.* 

Philips ! whose touch harmonious could remove 
The pangs of guiltj power, and hapless love. 
Rest here, distrest by poverty no more, 
f^od here that calm thou gav'st so oft before ; 
Sleep unditturb'd within this peaceful shrine. 
Till angels wake thee with a note like thine. 



EPITAPHIUM 



THOMAM HANMER, Bakowittum. 

Honorabilis admodum Thouab Hanuek, 

Baronettus, 

'Wilhelmi Hanmer armigeri h Peregrina Henrici 

North 

De Mildenhal in Com. SufiRjlcise Baronetti sorore 

et hferede. 

Filius 

Johannis Hanmer de Hanmer Baronetti 

Hseres patruelis 

Antique gentis sus et titulo, et patrimonio successit 

Duas uxores fortitua est ; 

* Theae Unea ore amoog Mrs WiUtBint's Miscdlanies ; thej 
are nerertbdeM recognized as Johnson's in a m^noTRndum of 
his hand-writing, and were probably writtOD at her request. 
I%ilips was a traveUing fiddler up and down WaleSi and was 
greatly celebrated for his perforraance. 

r:,9,N..<ib,G00gle 



MUCILLANI0V8 POKHS. 288 

Alteram Iiabellam. honore k patre derivato de 

Arlington comitiasam 

DeindS celcissimi principis ducis de Grafton viduam 

dotariam 

Alteram Elizabetham Thomse Folks de Barton in 

Com. Suff. armigeri. 

flliam et haeredem 

Inter humanitates >8tudia felicit^r enutiitus 

Omnes liberalium artium disciplinas avidS arripuit, 

Quas morum suavitate baud leviter ornavit. 

Fostquam excessit et epbebis 

Contiouo inter populares sues fama eminens 

£t comitatus sui legatus ad Parliamentum roisqus 

Ad ardua regni negotia per annos prope triginta 

Si accinxit 

Cumq i apud ilios amplissimorum virorum ordines 

Solent nibil temerS effutire 

Sed probe perpensa dissert^ expromere 

Orator gravis et pressus 

Non minus integritatis quam eloquentise laude 

commendatus 

.^^u^ omnium utcunq; inter se alioqui dissidentium 

Aiu^s atque animos attraxit 

Annoque demum iucdccxiii. regnante Annd 

Felicissima, tlorentissimEeque memorix regina 

Ad prolocutoris catbedram 

Communi senates universi voce designatus est: 

Quod munus 

Cum nuUo tempore non difficile 

Tum illo certd negotiis 

Et varus et lubricis et implicatis difficillimum 

Cum dignitate sustinuit. 

Honores ali<», et omnia, quae sibi in lucrum cederent, 

D,g,t,.?<ii„GoogIe 



984 UISCIXLANEOUS F0EM8. 

munera 

Sedulo detectravit 

Ut rei totiB inserviret publics, 

Juati rectique tenax 

Et fide in patriam incamipta liotus/ 

Ubi omnibus, quae vinim civimqiie bonum decent 

officiis satis fedsset, 
Paulatim se k publicis consiliis in otium redpiens 

Inter literarutn amoenitates, ' 

Inter ante-actte vitse baud insuaves r^ordationes. 

Inter amicorutnconvictus et amplexus 

Honorificd consenuit, 

Et bonis omnibus, quibus cbarissimus vixit, 

DesideratissimuB obiit. 



PARAPHRASE of the above EPITAPH, 

BT DR JOHNSON.* 

Thou who survey'st these walls with curious eye, 
Pause at his tomb where Hanuer's ashes lie ; 
His various worth through varied life attend. 
And learn his virtues while thou mourn'st his end. 

His force of genius bum'd in early youth. 
With thirst of knowledge, and with love of truth; 
His learning, join'd with each endearing art, 
Charm'd ev'ry ear, and gain'd on ev*ry heart. 

.Thus early wise, th' endanger'd realm to aid. 
His country call'd him from the studious shade ; 

* Thu Parsphnue U inieitcd in Mn WiUianu's MisceQaiiiM. 
The Latin is there said to be written' by Dr Fteind. Of the 
perwn whoK memory it ce'ebratea, a copioiu account may be 
ceen in the Appendix to the Supplement to th^e Btographia 
Britannicai 
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In life's first bloom his public toils began, 
At ODce commenc'd the senator and man. 

In business dext'rous, weighty in debate, 
Thrice ten long years he labour'd for the State ; 
In ev'iy speech persuasive wisdom flow'd. 
In ev'ry act refiilgent virtue glow'd : 
Suspended faction ceas'd from rage and strife^ 
To hear his eloquence, and praise his life. 

Resistless merit fixed the Senate's choice, 
Who hail'd him Speaker with united voice. 
Illustrious age ! how bright thy glories shone, 
When Hanmeb filled the chair — and Anhe the 
throne ! 

Then when dark arts obscur*d each fierce debate. 
When mutual frauds perplex'd the maze of state, 
The moderator firmly mild appear* d — 
Beheld with love— with veneration heard. 

This task perform'd — he sought no gainful post. 
Nor wish'd to glitter at bis countiy^s cost ; 
Strict on the right he fix'd his stedfast eye, 
With temperate zeal and wise anxiety ; 
Nor e'er from virtue's paths was lur'd aside. 
To pluck the flowers of pleasure, or of pride. 
Her gifts despis'd, Corruption blush'd and fled. 
And Fame pursu'd him where Conviction led. 

Age call'd, at length, his active mind to rest. 
With honour sated, and with cares opprest v ' 
To lettered ease retir'd and honest mirth. 
To rural. grandeur and domestic worth : 
Delighted still to please mankind, or mend, 
. The patriot'a^fire yet sparkled in the friend. 

Calm Conscience, then, his former life survey'd. 
And recollected toils endear*d the shade. 
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Till Nature callM him to the gen'ral doom, , 
And Virtue's sorrow dignified his tomb. 



To Miss HICKMAN,* playing on the Spinnet. 

Bbight Stella, form'd for universal reign. 
Too well you know to keep the slaves you gain ; 
When in your eyes resistless lightnings play, 
Aw'd into love our conquer'd hearts obey. 
And yield reluctant to despotic sway: 
But when your music soothes the raging pain. 
We bid propitious Heaven prolong your reign. 
We bless the tyrant, and we hug the chain. 

When old Timotheus struck the vocal string. 
Ambition's fury fir'd the Grecian king : 
Unbounded projects lab'ring in his mind. 
He pants for room in one poor world confin'd. 
Thus wak'd to rage by music's dreadful power. 
He bids the sword destroy, the fiame devour. 
Had Stella's gentle touches mov'd the lyre. 
Soon had the monarch felt a nobler iire ; 
No more delighted with destructive war. 
Ambitious only now to please the fair ; 
Resigned his thirst of empire to her charms. 
And found a thousand worlds in Stella's arms. 



• These line*, which hare been commuiiicated by Dr Tur- 
ton, son to Mrs Turton, the Lady to whom they are addressed 
by her maiden name of Hickman, must have been written at 
least as euly as the year 1734, as that was the year of her 
muriage : at how mud) earlier a period of Or Jolumn's life 
they may have been written, is not known. 
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■PARAPHRASE OF PROVERBS, 
Chap. vr. 6 — 11. 

" Goto the Ant, thott Slu^ard." • 
Torn on the prudent ant thy heedful eyes. 
Observe her labours, sluggard, and be wise : 
No stem command, no monitopy voice. 
Prescribes her duti^, or directs her choice ; 
Yet, timely provident, she hastes away. 
To snatch the blessings of the plenteous day ; 
When fruitful summer loads the teeming plain. 
She crops the harvest, and she stores the grain. 
How long shall Sloth usurp thy useless hours, 
Unnerve thy vigour, and enchain thy powers ; 
While artful shades thy downy couch enclose. 
And soft solicitation courts repose ? 
Amidst the drowsy charms of dull delight. 
Year chases year with unremitted flight. 
Till want now following, fraudulent and slow. 
Shall spring to seize thee like an ambush'd foe. 



HORACE, Lib. IV. Ode VII. tbanslatbd. 

The snow, dissolv'd, no more is seen, 
T^e fields and woods, behold ! are green $ 
The changing year renews the plain. 
The rivers know their banks, again ; 
The sprightly Nymph and naked Grace 
The mazy dance together trace ; 

• In M» Willianu'a Misceltaniea, but now printed frtnn the 
original in Dr Johnson's own huid-writiDg. 
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The changing year's successive plan 

Froclaims mortality to man ; 

Rough winter's blasts to spring give way. 

Spring yields to summer's aov'reign ray ; 

Then summer sinks in autumn's retgb. 

And winter- chills the world again ; ' ■ ' 

Her losses soon the moon supplies. 

But wretched man, when once he lies 

Where Friam and his sons are laid. 

Is nought but ashes and a shade. 

Who knows if Jove, who counts our score, 

Will toss UE in a morning more ? 

What with your friend you n'obly share 

At least you rescue from your heJr. 

Not you, Torquatus, boast of RMhe, 

When Minos once has iiz'd yoiii' doom, '- 

Or eloquence, or splendid birth; 

Or virtue, shall restore to eftrth. ' • 

Hippolytus, unjustly slain, ■ ' 

Diana calls to life in vain ;• 

Nor can the might of Tlieseus rend 

The chains of Hell that hold his friend. 



The JbUomng TnANaiATiOHs, FAttgDiKS, and BintLnQin 
VzRsia, tnOttqfthem eitemp&re, art'taken-Jrotn AHXcDoxn' 
ofX}R3oavi60V,ltud\/puhlisked.h/'iS.a.sStOzzit ..,:, _ 



ANACREON, Ooe IX. 



I4OVELT courier of the sky, 0. l: 
Whence and whither dost thou fly ? 
Scatt'ring, as thy pinions play, 
Liquid fragrance all^he way: 
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Is it business ? is it love ? . 
Tell me, teU me, gentle dove. 

Soft Anacreon's vows I bear, 
VowB to Myrtale the fair ; 
Grac'd with all that charms the heart. 
Blushing nature, smiling art. 
Venus, courted by an ode. 
On the bard ber dove bestow'd : 
Vested with a master's right. 
Now Anacreon rules my flight j 
His the letters that you see. 
Weighty charge, consigned to me i 
TTiink not yet my service hard. 
Joyless task without feward ;- 
Smiling at my master^s gates. 
Freedom my return awaits j 
But the Mb'ral grant in vain 
Tempts me to be wild again. 
Can a prudent dove de(^ine 
Blissful bondage such as mine ? 
Over hills and fields to roam. 
Fortune's guest without a home ; 
Under leaves to hide one''s head. 
Slightly shelter' d, coarsely fed r 
Now my better lot bestows 
Sweet repast, and soH; repose ;. 
Now the gen'rous bowl I sip 
As it leaves Anacreon's lip : 
Void of care, and free from dread. 
From his fingers snatch his bread} 
Then, with luscious plenty gay, 
Round his chamber dance and play ; 
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Or from wine, as courage springi, 
O'er hia face extend my wings ; 
And when feast and frolic tire. 
Drop asleep upon hii lyre. 
This is all> be quick and go. 
More than all thou canst not know ; 
Let me now ray pinions ply, 
I have chattered like a pje. 



LINES teritten in ridkule of certain Poehs 
published in I777* 

WH«iiBS0E*Ea t turn my view. 
All is strange, yet nothing new ; 
Endless labour all along. 
Endless labour to be wrong ; 
Phrase that time bath flung away. 
Uncouth words in disarray, 
TrickM in antique ruff and bonnet. 
Ode, and elegy, atid sonnet. 



PARODY qfa TKANSLATioN^om the 
Medba. OS Euripides. 

Ers shall they not, who resolute explore 

Times gloomy backward with judicious eyes; 
An^ scanning right the practices of yore, 

Shall deem our. hoar progenitors unwise. 
Tbey to the dome where smoke with curling play 

Announc'd the dinner to the regions round, 
Summon'd the singer blytb, and harper gay. 

And aided wine with dulcet-streaming sound. 
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The better use of notes, or sweet or shriU^ 

By qutv'ring string or modulated wind ; 
Trumpet or lyre— to their hanb bosoms diill 

Admisaion iie'er had sought, or could not find. 
Oh ! Bend them to the sullen mansions dun. 

Her baleful eyes where Sorrow rolls around ; 
Where gloom-enamour'd Mischief loves to dwell. 

And Murder, all blood-bolter'd, schemes tbe 
wound. 

When cates luxuriant pile the spacious disn, 
And purple nectar glads the festive hour; 

The guest, without a want, without a wish. 
Can yield no room to soothing music's power. 



TRANSLATION 



Of tbe two firet Stanzas of the Song " Ritrverde, Rio verde," 
printed in BiBhop Fk&ct's B^quei of Ancient Engliili 
Poetiy- An Impromptu. 

Glassy water, glassy water, 

Down whose current, clear and strong, 
Chiefi confus'd in mutual slaughter. 

Moor and Christian roll along. , 



IMITATION qfthe S^le qf^— 

Hermit boar, in solemn cell 
Wearing out life's evening grey. 

Strike thy bosom, sage, and tell 
What is bKss, and which the way. 
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Thus I spoke, and speaking sigh'd, 
Scarce repressed the starting tear. 

When the hoary sage replied, 

Come, my lad^ and drink som&.beer. 



BURLESQUE of ihefollomng Lines o/Lopez de 
Vega. An Imphomptu. 

Se acquten los leones vence 

Yence una muger hermosa 
O el de ilaco averguen9e 

O ella di ser mas furiosa. 

If the man who turnips cries^ 
Cry not when his father dies, 
'Tis a proof that he had rather 
Have a turnip than his father. 



TRANSLATION of the following Lines at th^ 
End <f Baretti's Easy Phraseology, An Im- 
promptu. 

Viva viva la padrona f 
Tutta bella, e tutta buona. 
La padrona h un angiolella 
Tutta buona e tutta bella ^ 
Tutta bella e tutta buona ; 
Viva \ viva la padrona ! 

Long may live my lovely Hetty ! 
Always young and always pretty j 
Always pretty, always young, 
Live my lovely Hetty long ! 
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Always youiig, and always pretty, 
Xoag may live ray lovely Hetty ! 



IMPROVISG TRANSLATION ofthefollomng 
Distich on the Duke qf Modena's running away 
Jrom the comet in 17*2 or 1743. 

Se al venir vostro i principi se n' vanno 
Deh venga ogni di— — durate un anno. 

If at your coming princes disappear. 
Comets ! come ev'ry day— and stay a year. 



IMPROVISO TRANSLATION qf the foUming 
Lines qfM. Benserade d son Lit. 

Theatre des ris, et des pleurs. 
Lit! ohje nais, et ou je meurs, 
Tu nous fais voir comment voisins ' 
Sont nos plaisirs et nos chagrins. 

Ik bed we laugh, in bed we cry. 
And born in bed, in bed ve die i 
The near approach a bed may ahew^ 
Of human bliss to human woe. 



EPITAPH FOE Me Hogaeth. 

The hand of him here torpid lies. 

That drew th' essential form of grace j 

Here clos'd in death the attentive eyes. 
That saw the manners in the face. 
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TRANSLATION f^f fhe jbUamng Lines leritten 
wider a Print representing Persons skating. 

Sub ub miace chry«tal Thyver conduit leurs pu, 
Le precipice est sous la glace : 
Telle est de nos plaisirs la l^re surface : 

Glissez, mortals ; n'appuyez pas. 

Cee ice the rapid skater flies, 
With sport above, and death below ; 

Where miechief lurks in gay disguise, 
Hius lightly touch and quidily go. 



IMPROMPTU TRANSLATION of the Same. 

O'er crackling ice, o'er gulfs profound. 

With nimble glide the skaters play ; 
CVer treach'rous Pleasure's flowery ground 

Thus lightly skim, and haste away. 



To Mrs THRALE, on her competing her 
(krr^'^h year. An Impromptu. 

Oft in danger, yet alive. 
We are come to thirty-five ; 
Loi^ may better years arrive. 
Better years than thirty-five ! 
Could philosophers contrive 
Life to stop at thirty-five, 
Time his hours should never drive 
'O'er the bounds of thirty-five. 
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High to soar, and deep to dive. 
Nature gives at thirty-five. 
Ladies, stock and tend your hive. 
Trifle not at thirty-five ; 
For, howe'er we boast and strive. 
Life declines from thirty-five. 
He that ever hopes to thrive 
Must begin by thirty-five ; 
And all who wisely wish to wive 
Must look on Thralb at thirty-five. 



IMPROMPTU TRANSLATION of an Air in 
the Ctemenza de Tito of Metastasio, beginning 
*' Deh se piacemU vuoi.*' 

Would you hope to gain my heart, 
Bid your teaziug doubts depart ; 
He, who blindly trusts, will find 
Faith from ev'ry gen'rous mind : 
He, who stilt expects deceit. 
Only teaches how to cheat. 



TRANSLATION qfa Speech of AduiLEio in the 
Adriano (j/" Metastasio, beginning *' Tu che in 
Corte invechiasti" 

Obown old in courts, thou surely art not one 
"Who keeps the rigid rules of ancient honour } 
Well skill'd to soothe a foe with looks of kindness, 
To sink the fatal precipice before bim. 
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And then lament his fall with seeming friendship : 

Open to all, true only to thyself, 

Thou know'st those arts which blast with envious 

praise, 
Which aggiiavate a fault with feign'd excuses. 
And drive discount'nanc'd virtue ^om the throne; 
That leave the blame of rigour to the prince, 
And of his ev'ry gift usurp the merit ; 
That hide in seeming zeal a wicked purpose. 
And only build upon another's ruin. 
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Ex alieno ingettio poeta, ex sua tantum vertificalor. 

SCALIG. Poet. 

ToLLiTE concentum, Solymeeae tollite nymphs 
Nit mortale loquor ; coelum mihi carminis alta 
Materiea ; poscunt gravius coelestia plectrum. 
Muscosi fontes, sylvestria tecta valete, 
Aonidesque Dese, et meDdacis somnia Findi: 
Tu, mihi, qui flammd movisti pectora sancti 
Siderea Isaife, dignos accende furores ! 

Immatura calens rapitur per secula vates 
Sic Orsus — Qualis rerum mihi nascitur ordo ! 
Virgo ! virgo parit ! felix radicibus arbor 
Jessffiis surgit, mulcentSsque eethera flores 
Coelestes lambunt animee, latnisque columba, 
Nuncia sacra Dei, plaudentibus iusidet alls. 
Nectareos rores, alimentaque mttia caelum 
Prsbeat, et tacite fcecundos irriget imbres. 
Hue, foed^t quos lepra, urit quos febris, adeste, 
Dia salutares spirant medicamina rami ^ 
Hie requies fessis ; non sacra ssevit in umbra 
Vis Boreee gelida, aut rapidi violentia solis. 
Irrita vanescent ptisca vestigia fraudis 
Justitixque manus pretio intemerata bilancem 
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Attolet reducis ; bellis pnetendet oHvas 
Cooopositis pax alma suas, terrasque revisens 
Sedatas niveo virtus lucebit amictu : 
Volvantur celeres anni ! lux purpuret ortum 
Expectata diu ! naturae claustra refringeos, 
Nascere, magne puer ! tibi primas, ecce, corollas 
Deproperat tellus, fundit tibi munera, quicquid 
Carpit Arabs, hortis quicquld frondescit Eois. 
Altius, en 1 Lebanon gaudentia culmin^ tollit, 
£n 1 summo exultant nutantes vertice sylvee. 
Mittit aromaticas vallis Saronica nube^ 
Et juga Carmeli recreant fragrantia coelum. 
Deserti laetS moUescunt aspera voce 
Auditur Deus ! ecce Deus ! reboantia circum 
Saxa sonant, Deus ; ecce Deus ; deflectitur sther, 
Demissumque Deum tellus capit j ardua cedrus, 
Gloria sylvarum, dominum inclinata salutet. 
Surgite coovalles, tumidi subsidite montes! 
Sternite saxa vlam, rapidi discedite fluctus ; 
En! quern turba diu eccinerunt enthea, vates 
Eq ! salvator adest ; vultus agnosclte ceeci 
Divines, surdos sacra vox permulceat aures. 
Ille cutim spissam visus hebetare vetabit, 
Reclusisque ocuHs infundet amabile lumen ; 
Obatrictasque diu linguas in carmina solvet 
Die vias vocis pandet, flexusque liquentis 
HarmoniEe purgata novos mirabitur auris. 
Acerescunt teneria tactu nova robora nervis : 
Consuetus fulcro innixus reptare bacilli 
Nunc saltu capreas, nunc cursu provocat euros. 
Non planctus, non moesta sonant suspiria ; pectus 
Singultans mulcet, lachrymantes tei^ ocellos. 
Vincla coercebunt luctantem adamantina mortem, 
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JBternoque Orel domioator vylnere laoguens 
Invalid! raptos stieptri plorabit honores. 
Ut qua dulce strepent scatebrs, qua lata virescuDt 
Fascua, qua blandum spirat purissimus aer, ' 
Pastor agit pecudes, teneros modo suscipit agnos 
£t gremio fotis selectas pprrigit herbas, 
Amissas modo queerit oves, revocatque vagantes ; 
Fidas adest custos, seu nox furat horrida ntmbis, 
Sive dies medius morieutia torreat arva. 
Fostera sic pastor divinus secla beabit, 
£t curas felix patrias testabitur orbis. 
Nod ultra infestis concurrent agmina signis, 
Hostile^ oculis flammas jaculantia torvis ; 
Non litui accendent bellum, non campus ahenis 
Triste coruscabit radiia ; dabit hasta recusa 
Voraerem, et in falcem rigidus curvabitur ensis. 
Atria, pacis opus, surgent,- finemque caduci 
Natus ad optatum perducet ciepta parentis. 
Qui dusit sulcoa, illi teret area meEsetn, 
Et serse texeot vites umbracula proli. 
Attoniti dumeta vident inculta coloni 
Suave rubere rosia, sitieotesque inter arenas 
Crarrula miraotur salientis murmura rivi. 
Per saxa, ignivomi Duper spelsea draconis, 
Canna viret, juncique tremit vaiiabilis umbra. 
Horruit implexo qua vallis sente, figuraa 
Surgit amans abies teretis, buxique sequaces 
Artificis frondent dextrae ; palmisque rubeta 
Aspera, odoratffi cedunt mala gramina myrto. 
Per valles sociata lupo lasciviet agna, 
Cumque leone petet tutus prssepe juvencus. 
Florea mansuete petulantes vincula tigK 
Per ludum pueri injicient, et fessa colubri. 
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Membra viatoris recreabunt frigore linguae. 
Serpentes teneris nil jam lethale micantea 
Tractabit palmis infans, motusque trisulcffi 
Ridebit linguEe innocuos, squamasque virentes 
Aureaque admirans nitilantis fulgura crista. 
Indue reginam, turrits frontis honores 
ToHe Salema sacros, quam circum gloria pennas 
Explicat, incinctam radiatse luce tiarae ! 
£n ! fonnosa tibi spatiosa per atria, proles 
Ordinibus surgit densis, vitamque requirit 
Impatiens, lenteque fluentes increpat annos. 
Ecce peregrinis fervent tua limina turbis j 
Barbarus en i clamm divino lumine templum 
lugreditur, cultuque tuo macsuescere gaudet. 
Cinnameos cumulos, Nabatheei munera veris, 
£cde cremant genibus tritee regalibus arse [ 
Solis Opbyreeis crudum tibi montibus aurum 
Maturant radii; tibi balsama sudat Idume. 
Athens en portaa sacro fulgore micantes 
Ccelicolse pandunt, torrentis aurea lucis 
Flumina prorumpunt ; non posthac sole rubescet 
India nascenti, placid£eve argentea noctis 
Luna vices revehet ; radios pater ipse diei 
Proferet archetypes ; coelestJs gaudia lucis 
Ipso foDte bibes, qu£ circumfusa beatam 
Kegiatn inundabit, nullis cessura tenebris. 
Littora deficiens arentia deseret aequor } 
Sidera fumabunt, diro labefacta tremore 
Saxa 'cadent, scJidique liquescent robora montis : 
Tu secura tameu confusa eleiaeuta videbis, 
Laetaque Messia semper dominabere rege, 
Pollicitis firmata Dei, ^tabilita ruinis. 
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[Jan. 20, 21. 1773- J 

ViT^ qui varias vices 
Rerum perpetuus temperat Arbiter, 

Lseto cedere lumini 
Noctis tristitiam qui gelidse jubet, 

Acri sanguine turgidos, 
Obductosque oculos nubibus humidia 

Sanari voluit meos. 
Et me, cuncta beans cui nocuit dies, 

Luci reddidit et oiitii. 
Qua te laude, Deus qua prece prosequar? 

Sacri discipulis libri 
Te semper studiis utilibus colara : 

Grates, summe Pater, tuis 
Recte qui fruitur muneribus, dedit. 



IDec, 25. 1779.] 



Nunc dies Christo memoranda nato 
Fulsit, in pectus mihi fonte purum 
Gaudium sacro fluat, et beuignl 

Gratia Cceli ! 
Christe da tutam trepido quietem, 
Christe, spem prsesta stabilem timenti j 
Da fidem certain, precibusque fidis 

Annue, Christe. 
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[/n Lecto, die PasHonis. Apr. 13. I78I.] 

SuMME Deus, qui semper amas quodcunque credstij 
Judice quo, scelerum est poeoituisse salus : 

Da veteres noxas animo sic flere novato. 
Per Christum ut veniam sit reperire mihi. 



[7» Lecto. Dec. 25. 1782.] 

Spe non inaui oonfugis, 
Feccator, ad latus meum ; 
Quod poscis, baud unquam tibt 
Negabitur solatium. 



INocte, inter 16 et I7 Jtmii, 1783.*] 

SnuHB Pater, quodcunque tuumt de corpore 
Numen t 

Hoc statuatjl precibus § Cbristus adesse velit: 
Ingenio parcas, nee sit mihi culpa if rog^se» 

Qua solum potero pacte^ placere ** tibt. 

* The night above referred to bjr Dr Johnson was that in 
which a paralytic stroke bad deprived him of hii voice ; and^ in 
the anxiety he felt lett it should likewise hare impaired his un- 
derstanding, be composed the above lines, and said, concern- 
ing them, that be knew at the time that they were not good ; 
but then that he deemed his disceming this to be sufficient for 
the quieting the anxiety before mentioned, as it shewed faim 
that his power of judging was not diminished. 

\ Al. tute. X Al. leges. || Al. eutuant. 

§ Al. votis. f Al. precftri. ** Al. litare. 
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[CaL Jan* in UctOy ante kicem. 1784>.3 

SuMHE dator vitK, naturae seterne tnagister, 
Causarum series quo moderante fluit, 

Respice quem subiget senmm, morbique seniles. 
Quern terret vitee meta propinqua auee, 

Respice inutiliter lapsi quem poenitet tevi ; 
Recte ut pceniteat, respice, magne parens. 

Pater benigne, sumtna semper lenitas, 
Crimine gravatam plurimo mentem leva : 
Concede veram poenitentiam, precor. 
Concede agendam legibus vitam tuis. 
Sacri vagantes luminis gressus face 
Rege, et tuere, qus nocent pellens procul ; 
Veniam petenti, summe da veniara, pater; 
Veniasque eancta pacis adde gaudia : 
.Sceleris ut expers omnii et vacuus metu, 
Te, mentepurd, mente tranquiM colam: 
Mihi dona oiorte hffic impetret Christus suil. 



[/an. 18. 1784.] 

Summe Pater, puro coUustra ]umine pectus, 

Auxietas noceat ne tenebrosa mihi. 
In me sparaa manu virtutum semina larga 

Sic ale, proveniat messis ut ampla boni. 
Noctes atque dies animo spes Iseta recurset, ' 

Certa mihi sancto llagret amore fides. 
Certa vetat dubitare fides, spes laeta timere, ' 

Velle vetet cuiquam non bene aanctos amor. 



n,r.^^<i "/Google 



30* P6EMATA. 

Da, ne sint permissa, pater, mihi prsemia frustn^ 
Et colere, et leges semper timxce tuas. 

Hffic mihi, quo gentes, quo secula, Christe, piasti. 
Sanguine, precanti promereare tuo ! 



IFeb. gy. 1784.] 



MsNS mea quid quereris ? veniet tibi moIHor hora, 
In sutnmo ut videas numine Iseta patrem ; 

Divinam insontes iram placavit Jesus ; 
Nunc est pro poena poenituisse reis. 



CHRISTIANUS PERFECTUS. 

Qui cupit in sanctos Christo cogente referri, 
Abstergat mundi labem, nee gaudia carnis 
Captans, nee fastu tumidus, semperque futuro 
Instet, et evellens terroris spicula corde, 
Suspiciat tandem clementem in numine patrem. 

Huic quoque, nee genti nee sects noxius ulii. 
Sit sacer orbis amor, miseris qui seiioper adesse 
Gestiat, et, nullo pietatis limite clausus, 
Cunctorum ignoscat vitiis, pietate fruatur. 
Ardeat huic toto sacer ignis pectore, possit 
Ut vitam, poscat si res, impendere vero. 

Cura placere Deo sit prima, sit ultima, sanctee 
Irruptum vitffi cupiat servare tenorem ; 
Et sibi, delirans quanquam et peccator in horas 
Displiceat, servet tutum sub pectore rectum : 
Nee natet, et nunc has partes, nunc «ligat illas, 
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Tf ec dubitet qilem dtcftt berum, Md» totui in iino, 
Se fidum addicat Christo, mortalia tenmens. 

Sed timeat semper, careatque ante omnia, turbffi 
Ne stoHde similU, leges sibi segreget audax 
Quas seTVBis veltt, leges quas lentus oraittat. 
Plenum opus effu^ens, aptans juga moHia collo 
Sponte sua dement; nifailum decedere sammae 
Vult Deus, at qui cunctadedit tibi, cuncta reposcit. 
Denique perpetuo contendit in ardua oisu, 
Auxilioque Dei fretus, jam mente serena 
Pergit^ et imperils sentit se dulcibus actum. 
Paulatim mores* animum, vitamque refiagit^ 
Effigiemque Dei, quantum servare licebit» 
loduuiti et, terris major, ccdesda spirat. » 



Mtekss rerum conditor, 
Salutis setenue dator $ 
Felicitatis set^us 
Qui aec scelestoa lexigis, 
Quoscumque scelernm poenitet : 
Da^ Christe, pcenitentiam, 
Veniatnque, Christe, da mihi j 
^grum trahenti sptritum 
Succurre prsesens corpori, 
Multo gravaUim crimine 
Hentem benigmis alleva. 



XiUCB coUustret oaihi pectus alma^ 

Fellat et tristes animi tebebra«» 

^ec slnat semper tremere ac ^iaHoTC, • 

GntiACbx'a^t 
VOL. f. y 
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Me pater tandem reducem benlgno 
SummuB amplexu foveat, beato 
Me gregi sanctus socium beatum 

Spiritus addat. 



JEJUNIUM ET CIBUS. 

SsRTiAT ut menti corpus jejunia serva, 
Ut m^Ds utatur corpore> sume ciboa. 



Urbane, nullia fesse laboribua. 
Urbane, QttlHs victe calumniis, 
Cui fronte sertum in enidita 
Ferpetuo viret, et virebit ; 
Quid moliatur gens imitantium, 
Quid et minetur, sollicitus parum^ 
Vacare soils perge Musis, 
Juxta animo studiisque foelix. 
linguae prqcacis plumbea spicula^ 
Fidens,,8uperbo frange silentio; 
Victrix .per obstantes caterva^ 
Sedulitas animosa tendet. , 
Intende nervos fortis, inanibus 
Risunis olim nisibus emuli ; 
Intende jam nervos, babebis 
Participes opera camoenas. 
Non uUa Musis pagina gratior, 
Quam quae sevens ludicra jungere 
Novit, fatigatamque nugis 
Utilibus recreare mentem. 
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TeKente nymphis serta Lyovide, 
Rosae niborem sic viola adjuvst 
Immistai sic Iris refulget 
^theieis variata iucis. 



IN RIVUM A MOLA STOANA LICHFELDI^ 
DIFFLUENTEM. 

Ebbat adhuc vitreus per prata vlrentia rivus. 

Quo toties lavi membra tenella puer ; 
Hie delusa rudi frustrabar brachia motu, 

Dum docuit blanda voce natare pater. 
Feceruat rami latebras, tenebrisque diurnis 

Fendula secretas abdidit arbor aquas. 
Nunc veteres duris peri^e securibus umbrae, 

LoDgitiquisque oculis tiuda lavacra patent. 
Lympha'tamen cursus agit indefessa perennis, 

Tectaque qua fluxit, nunc et aperta fluit. 
Quid ferat externi velox, quid deterat aeta^, 

Tu quoque securus res age, Nise, tuas. 



TNnei 2EATT0N. 

[Put Lexicon Anglicantim auctum et eroeDdatum.j] 

Lexicon ad iinem longo luctamine tandem 
Scsdiger ut dixit, tenuis pertaesus opellae, 
yile indigaatuB stadium, nugasque molestas, 
Ingemit exosus, scribendaque lexica mandat 
Damnatis, poenam pro poenis omnibus unam, 



SOS POBHATA. 

Ille ^uidem necVe, siiUittin, doctus <et no&t 
Quern decuItmajoraBe^ui, tnajoribw ^tum, f turn. 
Qui veterum modo facta ducunit modo carmina va- 
Gesserat et quicquid Tirtua> sapifflitia quicquid, 
Dixerat, imperiique vices, ccelique meatus^ 
Ingentemque aoimo sedonim volveret orbem. 

Fallimur exemplis ; temere sibi turba scholarum 
InM tiias credit permitti Scaliger iraa. 
Quisque suum ndrit moduluHi ^ tibi prime, viroram 
Ut studiis sperem, aut ausim par esse querelis, 
Non mihi sorte datum ; lenti seu sanguinis obsint 
Frigora,. seu nuniuiA longo jacuisse vetemo, 
Sive mifai mentem diederit natura lAinorem. 

Te steriH functum cura, vocumcpie salebria 
Tuto eluclatum ^tiis sapientia dia 
Excipit aetherei:!^ ars bmnis plaudit amico, 
Liagu^nnnque omni teira discordia concors 
Multiplici reducem circum sonatore nagistrum. 

Me, pensi immuhis cum jam mihi redden*, inertis 
Desidiaesoi^ dura manet, graviorque labore 
Tristis et atra quies, et tardae taedia vitae. 
Nascuntur cinis curae, vexatque dolorum 
Importuna cohors, vacuae mala somnia mentis. 
Nunc clamosa juvant noctumae gaudia mensa^ 
Kunc loca sola placent ; frustra te, Somne, recum? 

bens 
Alme voco, impatiens noctis roetuensque diei> 
Omnia percurro trepidus, circum omnia lustre. 
Si qua usquam pateat melioris semita vitbe, 
Nee quid ageim iavenio, meditatus grandia, cogor 
Notior ipse mihi fieri, incultumque fateri 
Pectus, et ingenium vano se robore jactans. 
Ingenium aisi materiem doctrina miaist«ati 
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Cessat inops reruitif ut torpet* si mamiOTis ftbsit 
Copia, Fhidiaci faecunda potentia cceli. 
Quicquid agam, quocunque ferar, conatibus obstat 
Res angusta domi, et macrae peouria mentis. 

Non rationis ppesi ^nim^s, nunc parta recensens 
Conspicit ag^^t^, et se tpir^^tur in ilUs, 
Nee sibi de gaza praesens quod postulat usus 
Summus adesse jubet cels4 dominator ab arce ; 
Non, openim serie Geriem dum computat aevi, 
Fraeteritis fruitur, laetos aut sumit honores 
Ipse sui judex, actae bene munera vitae ; 
Sed sua r^na videns, loca nocte silentia late 
Horret, ubi vanae species, umbraeque fugaces, 
£t rerum volitant rarae per inane figurae. C^^ 

Quid faciam ? tenebrisne pigram damnare senec- 
Kestat ? an acciogar studtis gravioribus audax ? 
Aut, hoc si nimium est, tandem nova lexica po3- 
cam? 



AD THOMAM LAURENCE, 

MZDICDM DOCTISSIHDM. 

CumjUitm peregrt agentem deaderio nimit tritti pmeqtieretur. 

Fateris ergo, quod populus solet 
Crepare vaecors, nil sapientJam 
Prodesse vitae» literasque j 
In dubiis dare terga rebus 
Tut queis laborat sors l}ominum> mala« 
Nee vincis ^cer, nee pateris pius, 
Te mille succorum potentetn 
De^tituit medicina mentis. 
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Per'caeca noctis taedia turtiidae^ 
Figrae per horas luds inutiles, 
Torpesque, laoguescJsque, cuiis 
Solicitus nimis heu ! pateniis. 
Tandem dolori plus satis est datum, 
Exurge fortis, nunc animis opus, 
Te, docta, Laurent! j vetustas, 
Te medici revocant hborea. 
Permitte summo qui'qnid habes patri, 
Pennitte fidens, et muliebribus, 
Amice, majorem querelia 

Redde tuis, tibi redde, mentdm. 



IN THEATRO, March 8. I77U 

Tertii verso quater orbe lustri. 
Quid theatrales tibi, Crispe, pompae ? 
Quam decet canos male litteratos 

Sera voluptas ! 
Tene mulceri iidibus canoris ? 
Tene cantorum modulis stupere ? 
Tene per pictas oculo elegante 

Currere fonnas ? , 
Inter aequales, sine felle liber. 
Codices, veri studiosus, inter 
Rectius vives. Sua quisque carpat 

Gaudia gratus. 
Lusibus gaudet puer otiosis, 
Luxus oblectat juvenem theatri, 
At sem fluxo sapienter uti 

Tempore restat. 

r:,9,N..<ib,G00gIe 



INSULA KENNETHI, INTER HEBRIDAS. 

Faeva. guidem regio^ sed relligtone priorum 

Clara Caledonias panditur inter aquas. 
Voce ubi Cennethus populos domuisse feroces 

Dicitur, et vanos dedocuisse deos. 
Hue ego delatus placido per caerula cursu. 

Scire locus volui quid daret iste novi. 
Illic Leoiades humili regnabat in aula* 

LeniadeSi magnis nobilitatus avis. 
Una duas cepit caia cum genitore puella$» 

Quas Amor undarum crederet esse deas. 
Nee tamen inculti gelidis latuere sub antris, 

Accola Danubii qualia saevus habet. 
MoUia non desunt vacuae solatia vitae 

Sive libros poscant otia, sive lyrata. 
Fulserat ilia dies, legis qua docta supemae 

Spes hominum et curas gens procul esse jubet. 
Ut precibus justas avertat numtnis iras 

Et summi accendat pectus amore boni. 
Fonti inter strepitus non sacri munera cultus 

Cessarunt, pietas hie quoque cura fuit. 
Nil opus est aeris sacra de turre sonantis 

Admonitu, ipsa suas nunciat hora vices. 
Quid, quod sacrifici versavit fcetnina libros ? 

Sint pro legitimis pura labella sacria. 
Quo vagor uUerius ? quod ubique requiritur hie est. 

Hie secura quies, hie et honestus amor. 
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SKIA. 

FoNTi profundis clausa recessibus, 
Strepens procdlis, rupibus obsita, 
Qiram grata defesso virentom, 
Skia, sinum nebulosa pandis I 

His, cura, credo, sedibus exulat > 
His blanda certe pax habitat locis ; 
Non ira, dod mceror quietis 
Insidias meditatur horis. 
At non cavata rupe latescere, 
Meati nee aegrae montibus aviis- 
IVidest vagari, nee frementes 
In specula numerare fluctus. 
Humana rirtus non sibi suiSicit ; 
Datur nee aequum cuique animum sibi 
Parsre posse, utcunque jactet 
Grandiloquus nimis alta Zeno. 
Exaestuaotis pectoris impetnm 
Rex summe, solus tu regis, arbiter ; 
Mentisque, te toUente, fluctus ; 
Te, resident, moderante fluctus. 



ODE DE SKIA INSULA. 

Pbrmeo terras ubi nuda nipes 
Saxeas miscet nebulis ruinas, 
Torva ubi rident aterlles colon! 

Run labores. 
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Pervagor gentes hominutn ferorum^ 
Vita ubi nullo decorata cultu 
Squallet infonnis, tigurique fumis 

Foeda latescit. 

Inter erroris aalebrosa longij 
Inter ignotae, strepitus loquelae, 
Quot modis, mecum, quid agat, requiro, 
Thratia dulcis 7 

Seu viri curas, pia nupta mulcet, 
Seu fovet mater sobolem benigna, 
Sive cum libris novitate pasdt 

Sedula mentem. 

Sit memor nostri, fideique solvat 
Hda mercedem, meritoque blandum 
Tliraliae discant resonare nomen 

Littora Skiae. 



Apr. 16. 1788. 



HoRA sic peragit citata cursum ; 
Sic diem sequitur dies fugacem ! 
Spes novas nova lux parit, secunda 
' Spondens omnia creduUs homullis ; 
Spes ludit stoHdaa, metuque caeco 
Lux angit, miseros ludens homullos* 



'..>y Google 



VERSUS, COLLAKI CAPBA DOHIMI BaHKS INBCR1B£MI»I. 

Feefetui, ambitd bis terrd premia lactis 
Haec habet, altricl capra secunda Jovis^ 



Ad taSMlSiM QUANDAM OENEKOSAU QVM LIBGRTATIS 
CAU3£ IH 8EBH0NE FATROCIHATA FUERAT. 

Liber ut esse velim, suasisti, pulchra Maria : 
Ut maneam liber, pulchra Mana vale. 



JACTURA TEMPORIS. 

HoBA pent furtira laetis, mens temporis aegra 
Pigritiam incusat, nee minus hora pent. 



QoAs navis redpitj quantum sit pondus aquarum, 
IHmidium tanti ponderis intret onus. 



Q0OT vox missa pedes abit horae parte secunda? 
Undedes centum denoa quater adde duosque. 
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E/f BIPXION.* 



Kai /SfO)', i^Tsr, otod pi^^f ^avaroio ^iktuitif 



'E« AlOf i^h "0*«p, ^(6f WcT *)'pa^^l* "Ojli^JgOf, 
'AJA« rui" «/'; 3iij;raf Kyrpjf tTtfii^ty "Ovaf 



In ELIZ^ Enigma. 

Quis formae modus imperio ? Venus atrogat audax 
Omnia, nee curae sunt sua sceptra Jovi. 

Ab Jove Maeonides descendere aomnia narrat : 
Haec veniunt Cypriae somnia missa Deae. 

Jupiter unus erat, qui stravit fulmine gentes ; 
Nunc armant Veneris lumina tela JoVis. 

• The Rer. Dr Thomss Birch, author ^ the Hiatorj of the 
Royal Society, and other works of note. 

-f- The Ladj on trhom theis Tereei, and the Latin ones that 
imroBdiately follow, were vritten, ii the celebrated Mn EIiEa- 
beth Carter, who translated the worki of Epictetiu from th« 
Greek. 
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31$ t^OEMA^^' 



*0 QUI benignus crimina ignoscisi pater 
Facilisque semper coi]fltentt ades reo, 
Aurem faventem precibus O praebe meis ; 
Scelerum catenS me labomntem gravS 
Sterna tandem liberet clepientiai 
Ut summa laus sit, summa Christo gloria. 



Feb vitse tenebras rerumque incerta vagantem 
Numine praesent! me tueare pater ! 

Me ducat lux sancta, Deus, lux sancta sequator ; 
Usque regat gressus, gratia fida meos. 

Sic peragam tua jussa libens, accinctus ad omoe 
Mandatutn, vivam sic monarque tibi. 



Mei p^ter omnipoteiis* de puro respice coelo. 
Quern moestum et timidum crimiua diragrav^uit; 

jDaveoiam pacemque mihi, da, mente serena^ 
Ut tibi quae placeant, omnia promptus agam. 

Solvi| quo Christug cunctis delict^ redemit, 
Et pro me pr^ttum, tu patiare, patter. 



* This and the three (bllowiqg articles are ja^ffH rsT- 
jHtH)B of cplUpta in Uie Liturgy ; the fint, Af th^t. ^egipaipg, 
" O ppd, whow natijre v^ property V ^i'^ 9i Wtd Mi sf *** 

Ithf of the lit collect in the communion-senpice. 
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IDec. 5. 178i.*] 

StiMME Deus, cui caeca patent penetralia cordis { 

Quem nulla anxietas, nillla cupido fu^t ; 
Quern nil vafrities peccantum subdola celat ( 

Omnia qui spectans, omnia ubique regis ; 
M^ntibus afSatu terrenas ejice sordes 

Divino, sanctus regnet ut intus amor : 
Eloquiumque potens Unguis torpenUbus afier, 

Ut tibi laus omni semper ab ore sonet : 
Sanguine quo gentes, quo secula cuncta piavit, 

Jlae; nobis Christus promeruisse velit] 



PSALMUS CXVII. 

Anni qua volucris ducituf -oH^tii, 
Patrem ccelicoliim perpetuo colunt 
Quovis sanguine cretae 

Gentes undique carmine. 
Patrem^ cujus amor blandior in dies 
Mortales miseros servAt, alit, £ove% 
Omnes undique gmte% 

Sancto dicite •camHim 



* The day on which he received the sacrament for the iMit 
time i and eight daj^s before his decease. 
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* Sev te saeva, levitas sive improba fecit, 

MuBca, meae comitem, participemque dapis 
Pone metum, rostrum Mens immitte culullo. 

Nam licet, et toto prolue laeta mero. 
Tu, quamcunque tibi velox indulserit annus, 

Carpe diem, fugit, heu non revocanda dies ! ' 
Quae nos blanda comes, quae nos perducat eodem, 

Volvitur hora mihi, volvitur hora tibi ! 
Una quidem, sic fata volunt, tibi vivitur aestas, 

£heu, quid decies plus mihi sexta dedit I 
Olim praeteritae numeranti tempora vitae, 

Sesaginta annis non minor unus erit. 



t Habeo, dedi quod alteri } 
Habuique, quod dedi mihi ; 
Sed quod reliqui, perdidi. 

* The above i> a venioo of the aong, " Biuy, curioiu, thintj 

f TheK liaes are a version of three sentencei that are uid 
in the manuieript to be " on the monument of John of Dmii 
caster ;" and which are as follow : — 

What I gave that I have ; 



II list X {JMTC UUU 1 UBTC ; 

What I (pent that I had; 
What I left that I loat. 
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• E, WALTONI PrscATORB Peefeoto 

EXCEBPTUM. 

Nunc, per gramina fusi, 
DeosS frondi salictt, 
Pum defenditur iraber, 
Molles ducimus horas, 

* These lines are a translation of part of a Song in the 
Complete Angler of Isaac Walton, written hy John Chalkhill, 
s friend of Spenser, and a good poet in his time. They are but 
part of the last stanza, which, that the reader may hmf it en- 
tire, is here given at length. 

If the lun'e excefsive hea( 

Make our bodies swelter. 
To an osier hedge we get 
For a fViendly shelter ; 
Where in a dike, 
Fearch or pike. 
Roach or dace, 
We do chase. 
Bleak or gudgeon. 
Without grudging, 
We are still contented. 
Of we sometimes pass an hour 

Under a green willow, 
That defends us from a shower, 
Making earth our pillow ; 
Where we may 
Think and pray,' 
Before death 
Stops our breath : 
Other joys 
Are but toyB, 
And to be laineated. 
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HiC( dum debita morti 
Faulum vita moratur. 
Nunc rescire priori. 
Nunc instare futuris. 
Nunc summi prece sancti 
Patris numen adire est. 
Quicquid quaeritur ultra* 
Caeco ducit amore, 
Vel spe ludit inani, 
LuctuB mox pariturum. 



* QuUQDis ite&tendti, vitreas qua lucidus undas 
Speluncae lat^ ThamesJs praetendit opacae ; 
Mamorea trepidant quae lentae in fomice guttae, 
Chrystallisque latex fractus scintillat acutis ^ 
Gemmaque, luxuria^ nondum £amulata nitenti 
Splendit, et incoquitur tectum fine fraude metallym; 
Ingredere O ! rerum purfi cole mente parentem ; 
Auriferasque auri rpetuens scrutare cavernas. 
Ingredere 1 Egeriae slKrum en tibi panditur antnun 
Hie, in se totum, longe per t^aca futuri 
Temporis, Henrictim nipuit vis vivida mentis^: 
Hie pia Vindamius tnixit suspiria, in tpsd 
Morte memor patriae; hie Marmonti pectpre prima 
Cflelestis fido caluerunt semina flammae. 
Temnere opes, prethim scekris, patriamque tueri 
Fortia, ades ; tibi spont« patet Tenerabile Umen. 

• The above lino are a versien of Pope's verses on hi* own 
grotto, which begin, " Thoa wtio «hBlt Stop where Thamea' 
tnuislucent wave." 
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GltXCORUM EPIGBAMHATUM.VER8IONES 
METRICS. 

Pag. 3. Brodaei edit Bas, Apo.-1549. 
NoN Argoa pugilem, non me Messana creavit } 

Fatiia Sparta mihi esti patria clara vir&m. 
Arte valent isti, mibi robo revivere solo est, 

Convenit ut natis, indyta Sparta, tuis. 



Br. 9. 
QtTANDOQPiDKU passim nulla ratione feruntur, 
-Cancta cinia, cuncta et ludicra, cuncta nihil. 



Br. €. 
JPbctohe qui duro, erodes de vite racemes 

' Venturi exsecuit, vascula prima meri, 
Labraque constrictusi semesos, jamque terendos 

Sub pedibus, populo praetereunte, jacit. 
Supplicium huic, quoniam crescentia gaudia loesit, 

Det Bacchus, dederat quale Lycurge, tibL 
Hae poterant uvae laeto convivia cantu, 
Mulcere» aut pectus triste levare malis. 



Br, 8. 
Febt humeris claudum validis per compita caecus. 
Hie oculos socio commodat, ille pedes. 
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9SS wmtkTA. 

Br. 
Qvh mutAre vlas atuuB terraeque marisque, 

Trajecit montes imuU, iretumque pedes, 
Xeni, tercentum Spartae Mars obstitit acria 

MilitibuB ; terns sit pelagoque pudor ! 



Br. IL 

Sit tibi. Calliope. Fimassum, cui^ tenenti. 
Alter ut adsit Homerus, adest etenim alter Achilles. 



Br. 18. 
Ad Musas Venus haec ; Venen parete pnellae. 

In vos ne missus spicula tendat amor. 
Haec Musae ad Venerem ; sic Marti, diva, mineris, 

Hue nunquam volitat debilis iste puer. 



Br. 19. 
Prospeha Bors nee te strepitoso turbine tollat. 

Nee menti injiciat sordida cura jugum ; 
Nam vita incertia incerta impellitur auris, 

Omnesque in partes tracta, i^tracta fluit ; 
Firma manet virtua ; virtuti innitere. tutus 

Per iluctus vitae sic tibi cursus erit. 



Br. 24. 
boRA bonis quasi nunc instet suprema fruaris, 

Piura ut victurus secula, parce bonis : 
Divitiis, utrinque cavens, qui tempore parcit, 

Tempore divitiis utitur, ille sapit. 
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NuNQUAir jugera messibus onusta, aut 
Quos Gyges cumulos habebat auri ; 
Quod vitae satis est, peto, Macrine, 
iSi, nequtd mani, est nitnts probatnm. 



Br. 24. 
NoH opto aut predbus posco ditescere, pauds 
Sit contenta mifai vita dolore c^rens. 



Recta ad pAi^erirai Miodit, cui oorpon cwdi ««t 
Multa alere» et multaa aedifieare dQinca. 



Br. 24. 
Tu neque dulce putes alienae accumbere mensae,. 

Nee probrosa avtdae grata sit offii gulae ; 
Nee ficto fletu, fictis solvare cachinnis, 

Arridens domino, coUacrymansque tuo. 
Laetior baud tecum, tecum neque tristior unquam, 

Sed Miliae ridens, atque dolens Miliae. 



Br. m. 
Nil noQ mortale est mortalibus ; omue quod est hi 
Fraetereunt, aut hos praeterit omue bonum. 
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Br. 26, 
Dehocritb, invisas horaioes msjore cacbiimo, 

Plus tibi ridendum secula nostra dabunt. 
Heraclite* fluat lacrymaram crebrior imber ; 

Vita hominum nunc plus quod misereris babet. 
Interea dubito } tecum me causa nee ulla 

Ridere, aut tecum me lacrimare jubet. 



Br. «6. 
Elige iter vitae ut possb : rixisque dolisque 

Perstrepit omne forum ; cura molesta domi est 
Rura labor lassat ; mare mille pericula terrent ; 

Verte solum, iient causa timoris opes ; 
Paupertas misera est ; multae cum conjuge lites 

Tecta ineunt ; caelebs omnia solus ages. 
Proles aucta gravat, rapta orbat, caeca juventae est 

Virtus, canities cauta vigors caret. 
Ergo optent homines, aut nunquam in luminis oras> 

Venisse, aut visd luce repente mori. 



Eligb iter vitae ut mavis, prudentia lausque 
Permeat omne forum ; vita quieta domi est. 

Rus omat natura ; levat maris aspera Lucrum, 
Verte solum, donet plena crumena decus ; 

Pauperies latitat, cum conjuge gaudia multa 
Tecta ineunt, coelebs impediere minus ; 
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FOEHATA. 8S5 

Mulcet amor prolis, aopor est sine prole profundus ; 

Praecellit juvenis vi^ pietate senex. 
Nemo optet nunquam venisse in luminis oras, 

Aut penisse } scatet vita benigna bonis. 



Br. 37. 
Vita omnis scena est ludusque* aut ludere disce 
Seria seponene, aut mala dura^ pati. 



Br. 27. 
QuAB sine morte fuga est vitae, quam turba malorum 

Non vitanda gravem, non toleranda facit ?. 
Dulda dat natura quidem, mare, sidera terras, 

Lunaque quas et sol itque reditque vias. > 

Terror inest aUis> moerorque, et siquid babebis 

Forte boni, liltricea experiere vices. 



Br. 27. 
Tehram adii nudus, de terra nudus abibo. 
Quid labof efficiet ? non nisi nudus ero. 



Br, 27. 
Natus eramlacrymans, laciymans e luce recedo ; 

Sunt quibus a lacrymis vix vacat ulla dies. 
Tale hominum genus est, infinnum, trtste, misellum. 

Quod mors in cineres solvit, et abdit humo. 
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M0 FOEHATA. 

Br. 29. 
QuiSQUis adit'lectos elatS uzore secundos, 
NaufniguB iratas ille retentat aquas. 



Br. 30. 
Fablix ante alios nullius debitor aeris* 

Hunc sequitur ccdebs ; tertias, orbe, venis. 
Nee male res cessit, subito s^ fUnere sponsam 

Ditatus magna dote, recondis humo. 
His sapiens lectis, Epicunnn quaerere frustra 

Quales sint monades, qu^ fit inanoi sinas. 



Br. 81. 
Oftarit quicuDque senex sibi longius aevuoa, 

Dignus qui multa in lustra scnescati eriL 
Cum procul est, optat» cum VEiut» quisque senectam, 

lucusat, semper spe meliora videt 



Br. 46. 
Ohnis vita nimis brevis est felicibus* una 
. Noz miseris long! temporis iustar habet. 



Br, 65. 
Gbatu ter grata est velox, sin forte moretur. 
Gratia vix restat nomine digna suo. 
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POEMATA. 3S7 

Br. 56. 
Seu prece poscatur, seu non, da Jupiter omne, 
Magnei bonum, omne msdum, et poacenUbus ab- 
nue nobis* 



Br. 60. 
Me. cane vitato, canis excipit alter ; eodem 

In me animo tellus gignit et unda feras^ 
Nee minim j restat lepori conscendere caelum, 

Sidereus tamen bic territat, ecce» cai^ ! 



Br. 70. 
Telluei* arboribua ver frondens, sidera ccelo 
Graeciae et iirbs, urbi est ista propagOj decus. 



Br. 75. 
Impia facta patrans, homines fortasse latebis» 
Non poteris, meditans prava, latere Deos. 



Br. 75. 



Antiope satyrura, Danae aurum, Eoropa juvencum, 
Et cyenum fecit, Leda petita Jorem. 
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Br.9«. 
Mvi sat novi quapa bud brevis ; aitra tuenti* 

Per certas stabili lege voluta vices. 
Tangitur baud pedibus tellus : conviva^Deoram 

EzpIeoT ambrosiis exhilarorque cibis. 



Br. 96. 
Quod nimium est sit ineptum, hinc, ut dixere: 

prioret, 
Et melU nimio fellis amaror inest 



Br. 103. 
FuppE gubematrix-sedisti, audactai prima ' 

Divitiis acuens aspera corda virum ; 
Sola rates struts infidas, et dulcis amorem 
. Lucri ulciscendum mox nece sola doces. 
Aurea secla hominuro, quorum spectandus ocellis 

K lon^nquo itidem poutus et orcus erat. 



Br, 126, 
DiT£SCis, credo, quid restat ? quicquid habebis 

In tumulum tecum, morte jubente, trabes ? 
Divitias cumulas, pereuntes oegligis boras, 

Incremeota aevi non cumulare potes. 
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Br. 126. 

MATEa'aduIantum, prolesque pecunia cunie, 
Teque frui Umot est, teque carere dolor. ' 



Br. 126. 
Me misenim sors omnis habet ; florentibus annis 

Pauper eram, nummis diffluit area senis ; ~ 
Queis uti poteram quondam Fortuna negavit, 

Queb uti nequeo, nunc mihi praebet opes. 



Br. 127. 
Mnehostnb, ut Sappho melita voce canentem> 
Audtitt irata est ne nova Musa foret. 



Br. 152. 
CtTH tacet indoctust sapientior esse videtiu*, 
£t morbus tegitur, dum premit ora pudor. 



Br. 155. 
Nunc huic, nunc aliis cedens, cut farra Menippus 

Credit, Achaemenidae nuper agellus eram. 
Quod nulli proprium veraat Fortuna, putabat 

Die suum stoUdus, nunc putat ille suum. ' 
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330 POKHATA. 

Br. 156. 
NoN Fortuna slbi te gratum toUit in altuni ; 
At doceti exemplq, vis sibi quanta, tuo. 



Br. 162. 
Hi^ aunim ut reperit» laqueum abjicit, alter ut 

aarum 
Npn repmt, nectit quern repent, laqueum. 



Br. 167. 
Vive tuo ex animo, vario rumore loquetur 
De te plebs audaxi hie bene, et ille male. 



Br. 168. 
ViTAE rosa brevis est, properans si carpere nolis. 
Quaerenti obveniet taox sine flore rubus. 



Br. 170. 
FuLiciBus morsus, restincti lampade, stul^us 
Exclamat ; nunc me cemere definitis. 



Br. 202. 
Menodotuh pinxit Diodorus, et exit imago, 
Fraeter Menodotum, nuUius absimilis. 



r:,9,N..<i hi Google 



POEMATA. 331 

Br. 305. 
Haitd Isvit Phido, hwid tetigit, mihi &bre caknti 
Id mentem ut vemt Dominis, interii. 



Br. «10. 
Nycticobax cantat lethale* sed ipsa canenti 
Deniophilo auscultam Nycticorax moritur. 



Br. 213. 
Hehhem Deorum nunciutn, pennis levem. 
Quo rege gaudent Arcades, farem bourn, 
Hujus palestrae qui vi^l cnstos stetit. 
Clam nocte tollit Anius, et ridens ait ; 
Fraestat magistro saepe discipulus suo. 



Br. 223. 
Qui jacet fai<^ teevm vixit* nunci liimine ceasus, 
Dario magno non minus iUe potest. 



Br. 227. 
FuNus Alexandri mentitur fama j fidetque 
Si Phoebo, victor oescit obire diem. 



Br. 241. 
Nauta, quia hoc jaceat ne percontere sepulcbro, 
Eveniat tantum mitior unda tibi ! 
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SSe FOEHITA. 

Br. 056. 
Cur (^ulentus egea ? tiia cundiajii fieaote poms. 
Sic aliis dives, tu tibi pauper agis. 



Br. 262. 
Qyi pascit barbam si crescit tnente, Platoni, 
Hirc^ parem nitido tua barba facit. 



■ Br. 266. 

Clabus JoanneB, regisae affinis* ab alto 

Sanguine Anastasil ; cuQcta sepulta jacent : 
£t pius, et recti cultor : non tUa jacere 

Dicam ; atat virtus non subigenda ned. 



Br. 267. 
CiwcTiPABBN» tellu6 salve, levis esto pusillo 
Lysigeni, ilierat non gravis ille tibi. 



Br, 285. 
Naufhagus hie jaceo ;, contra, jacet ecce colonus! . 
Idem orcus terrae, sic, pelagoque subest. 



Br. SOI. 
Quid salvere jubes me, pessime? Corripe greasus j 
Est mihi quod non te rideo, plena salus. 

_n,,:-A-..>yGoogIe 



POEHA.TA. 388 

Br. 304. 

Et fftrus est Tlinon sub terris ; janitor ord; 
Cerbere, te nOorsu ne, petat ille, cave. 



Br. SO7. 
ViTAM a terdecimo sextus mihi finiet annus, 

Astra mathematicos si modo vera docent. 
Sufficit hoc votis, flos hic pulcherrimus aevi est, 

Et senium triplex Nestoris urna capit 



Br. S2«. 
Z08IUA, qua solo fuit olim corpore serva, 
Corpore nunc etiam libera iacta fuit. 



Br. 3^. 
ExiouuM en ! Priami monumentum ; baud ille 

meretur 
Quale, sed bostiies, quale dedere manus. 



Br. Si6. 
Hector dat gladium Ajaci, dat Balteum et Ajax 
Hectori, et exitio miusus utrlque fiiit. 



Br. 344, 
Ut vis, ponte niinax ; modo tres discesseris ulnas, 
Ingemina fluctus, ingeminaque soniim. 
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3M FOEHATA. 

Bt.au. 

Naufraqus hie jaceo; iideas tames utere veli?* 
Tutum aliis aequor, me pereunt^ fuit. 



Br. S98. 
Hbraclitus ego ; indoctae ne laedite linguae 

Subtile ingenium quaerO) capaxque mei, 
Unus homo mihi pro sexceatis, turba popelU 

Fro nullo, clamo nunc tumulatus idem. 



Ahbsaciota, vale lux slma* Cleombratus iafit. 

£t saltu e muro ditis opaca petit : 
Triste nihil passus, animi at de sorte Flatouis 
Scripta legens, sold vivere meote cupit. 



Br. 399. 
Servus, Epictetus, mutilato cwpm^ vixi, 
Fauperieque Irus» curaque summa Dethn. 



Br. 445. 
Unde hie Fraxiteles ? nudam vidistus, Adont, 
£t F&ri* et Anchisa, non alius, Venerem. 
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Br. 451. 
SuPFLATO accendis quisquis carbone lucernam* 
Corde meo accendans ; ardeo totoa ego. 



Br. 486. 
JuPiTEB hoc templum, ut« siquando relinquit 

Olympum, 
Atthide non alius desit Olympus, habet. 



Br. 487. 
CiTis et extemus grati ; domus hospita nescit 
Quaerere, quis, cujus, quis pater, unde venis. 



POMPEU. 



Br. 487. 
Cum fugere baud possit, fractis Victoria pennis, 
Te manet imperii, Roma, perenne decus. 



Br. 488. 
Latrones alibi locupletum quaerite tecta, 
Assidet huic custos strenua pauperies. 



FoRTUNAE malim adversae tolerate procellas, 
Quam domini ingenlis ferre supercilium. 
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396 



En, Sexto, Sexti med^tur ^unago, sileiite» 
Orator statua est, statuaeque orator imago. 



FtiLCHRA est virginitas intacta, at vita perire^ 
Omnea si vellent virginitate fnii ; 

Nequitiam fugiens, servatd contrahe lege 
Conjugium, ut pro te des hominem patriae. 



Fbbt humeris, venerabile onus, Cythereius heros 
Per Trojae flammas, densaque tela, patrem. 

Clamat et Argivis, vetuli, ne tangite, vita 
Exiguum est Marti, sed mihi graade lucrum. 



FoBMA animos hominum capit, at, si gratia desit^ 
Nod tenet ; esca natat pulchra, sed bam us abest, 



CoGiTAT aut loquitur nil vir, nil eogitat uxor, 
Fellci thalamo non, puto, rixa strepit. 



BucciNA disjecit Thebarum mcenia struxit 
Quae tyra, quam sibi non concinit barmonia ! 
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Mente senes oliin juvenis, Faustine, premebas. 
Nunc juveoum terres robore corda senex. 

Laevum at utrumque decus, juveni quod praebuit 
dim 
Turba senum, juvenes nunc tribuere seni. 



ExcEFTAB bospitio musae* tribuere h*beHos 
Herodoto hospitii praemia» quaeque suum. 



Stella mea, observans Stellas, DH me aethera 

faxint 
Multis ut te octilis sim potis aspicere. 



Clara Cheroneae soboles, Flutarcbe, dicavit 
Hanc statuam ingecio, Roma benigna, tuo. 

Das bene coUatos, quos Roma et Graecia jactat, 
Ad Divos paribus passibus ire duces ; 

Sed similem, Flutarcbe, tuae describere vitam 
Non poteras, re^o non tulit ulla parem. 



Dat tibi Fythagoram pictor ; quod ui ipse tacere 
Pythagoras mallet, vocem habuisset opus. 
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FjiOLEM Hippi et sua quk tnelioretn secula nullum 
Videre, Archidicen haec tumulavit humus ; 

Quam, regum sobolem, nuptam, matrem, atque 
sororem 
Fecerunt nuUi aora titulique gravem. 



Cecropidis gravis hie ponor, Martique dicatus» _ 
Quo tua signantur gesta, Philippe, lapis. 

Spreta jacet Marathon, jacet et Salaminia launi^ 
Omnia dum Maceddm gloria et arma premunt 

Sint DemosthenicS ut jurata cadavera voce» 
Stabo illis qui sunt, quique fuere, gravis. 



Floaibus in pratis, legi quos ipse, coronam 
Contextam variis, do, Rhodoclea, tibi : 

Hie anemone humet, confert narcissus odores 
Cum violis i spirant lilia mista rosis. 

His redimita comas, mores depone superbos, 
Haec peritura nitent i tu peritura nites ! 



MuBEH Aselepiades sub tecto ut vidit avarus, 
Quid tibi, mus, mecum, dixit, amice, tibi ? 

Mus blandum ridens, respondit, pelle timorem } 
Hie, bone vir, sedem, non alimenta, peto. 
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Saepe tuum ID tumulum laoymarutn decidit imber 
Quein fundit blando junctus amore dolor; 

Charus enim cunctis, tanquam, dum vita manebat, 
Cuique esses natus, cuique sodalis, eras. 

Heu quam dura preces sprevit, quam surda querelas 
Parca, juventutem non miserata tuam ! 



Arti ignis lucem tribai, tamen artis et ignis 
Nunc ope, supplicii vivit imago mei. 

Gratia nulla hominum mentes tenet, ista Promethei 
Munera muneribus, si retulere fabri. 



Illa triumphatrix Graillni consueta procorum 
Ante suas agmen Lais habere fores. 

Hoc Veneri speculum ; nolo me cemere qualis 
Sum nunc* nee possum cemere qualis eram. 



C&KTHIDA iabellas dulees garrire peritam 
Prosequitur lacrymis filia moesta Sami i 

Blandam lanifici sociam sine fine loquacem, 
Quam tenet bic, cunctas quae manet, alta quies. 



DiciTE, Causidici, gelido nunc marmore magni 
Mugitum tumulus Comprimit Amphiloci. 
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Si fonan tumulum quo conditur Eun^anu aufers 
Nil lucri facies ; ossa habet et cinerem. 



EPICTETI. 

Mx, rex deorum, tuque, due, necessitas, 
Quo, lege vestrS, vita me feret mea. 
Sequar libenter, sin reluctari velitn, 
flam scelestus, nee tameu minus sequar. 



E THEOCRITO. 



PoETA, lector, hie quiescit Hipponax, 
Si sis scelestus, praeteri, procul, marmor : 
At te bonum si n6ris, et bonis natum, 
Tutum hie sedile, et si placet, sopor tutus. 



EUR. MED. 193—203. 

NoN immerito culpanda venit 
ProaWtm vaecoi^ insipientia, 
Qui convivia lautasque dapes 
Hilarare suis jussere modis 
Cantum, vitae dulce levaraen. 
At nemo feras iras hominum, 
Domibus Claris exitiales. 
Voce aut fidibus pellere docuit 
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Quels tamen aptam ferre medelam 
Utile cunctis hoc opus esset ; 
Namque* ubi mensas oaerant epulae,: ' 
Quorsum dulcis luxuria abni ? 
Sat laetitii sine subsidiis, 
Pectora molli mulcet chiblae 
Copia coenae. . , 



Km row;, Hwpitpi ffX^r tpwri ©fav. 



SEPTEM STATES. 



Phiha parit terraa aetas, siccatque secunda, 
Evocat Abramum dein tertia ; quarta relinquit 
.'^Ggyptum i tempio Solomonis quiota supersit ; 
Cynim sexta timet ; laetatur septima Christo. 

* The above is a Version of a Ladn EjHgram on the famou* 
Jolm Duke of Marlborough by the Abb£ Salvmi, which is as 



Haud alio vultu, fremuit Man acer in annis : 
Haud alio, Cypriam perculit ore Deam. 

The Duke was, it seems, remarkably handsome in his person, 
to which the second line has reference. 
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* His Templemtnni numeris descripserii orfaem, 
' Cum sex centuriis Judaeo millia septem. 
Myrias * iEgypto cesut bis septima piogtii. 
Myrias adaoBcit stbi nonageBuna Kptem 
Imperium qua Turca ^ ferox ezercet iniquum. 

Undecies binas decadas et milUa septem 
Sortitur * Pelopis tellus quae nomine gaudet. 

Myriadas decies septem numerare jubebit 
Pastor * Arabs : decies octo sibi Fersa * requirit. 

Myriades sibi pulcbra diias, duo millia poscit 

* To the above lines (which are unfiniihed, and can therefora 
be only ofered aa a fragment), in the Doctor'i manuscript are 
prefixed the mrnls, '* Geognpfaia Metrica." As we are re- 
ferred, in the first of the verses, to Templeman, for having fur- 
nished the numerical computations that are the sufeject of them, 
bis work bos been accordingly consulted, the dtle of which it, 

' '■ A new Surrey of the Globe," and which professes to' give aa 
accurate mensuration of all the empires, kingdoms) and other 
diviuons thereof, in the square miles that they respectively con- 
tain. On comparison of the several numbers in these verses 
with those set down by Templeman, it appears that nearly half 
of them are precisely the same ; the rest are oot quite so exact- 
ly done—- For the convenience of the Reader, it has been 
thought right to Bultjoin each number, as it stands in Temple- 
man's works, to that in Dr Johnson's verses which refers to it; 

' In this first article that is versified, there is an accurate con- 
formity in Dr Johnson's number to Templeman's ; who sett 
down the square miles of Palestine at 7,600. 

* The square aailea of Egypt are, in Templeman, 140,700. 

' The wh<de Turldsb empire, in Templeman, is computed at 
960,057 square miles. 

* In the four following articles, the numbers in Templeman 
and in Johnson's verses are alike. — We find, accordingly, the 
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Farthenope/ * Novies viilt tellus mille Sicana. 
^ Papa suo regit imperio ter millia quinqne. 
Cum sex centuriis numerat sex millia Tuscus. ^ 
Centurii figures " aiigent duo millia quartd. 
Centuriae octavam decadem addit Lucca ' secun- 
dae. 

Ut dicas, spatiis quam latis imperet orbi 
'" Russia, rayriadas ter denas adde trecentis : 
" Sardiniam cum sexcentis sex millia complent. 

Cum sexagenis, dum plura recluserit aetas, 
Myriadaa ter mille faomini dat terra '^ colendas. 

Vult sibi viceoas millesima myrias addi^ 
Vicenis quinas, Asiam '^ metata celebrem. 

Se quinquagenis octingentesima jungit 
Myrias, ut menti pateat tota Africa'^ doctae. 

Myiiadas septem decies Europa '^ ducentia 
£t quadragenis quoque ter tria millia jungit. ' 

Morea, in Templeman, to be tet down at IfiSO tquare milei.— 
Arabia, at TOOiOOO—Persia, at 800,000 — and Na^es, at t8,000. 

* Sicily, in Templeman, is put down at 9)400. 
' The Pope'i dominions, at 14,868. 

'' Tuicany, at 6,640. 

* Genoa, in Templeman, a* in Johnson likewiie, is set down at 
.3,400. 

' Lucca, at 286. 

'" The Rusaion empire, in the S9th plate of Templeman, ia 
set down at 3,303,485 square miles. 

" Sardinia, in Templeman, oi likewise in Johnson, 6,600. 

" The habitable world, in Templeman, is computed, in square 
miles, at 30,666,806 square miles. 

" Asia, at 10,257,467. 

1* Africa, at 8,506,208. 

" Europe, at 2,749,349. 
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^ Myriadas denas dat, quinque et millia, sexque 
CenturiaSj et tres decadas Europa Britannia.'" 

Ter tria myriad! conjungit millia quartae, 
Centuriae quartae decades quinque'' Anglia nectit 

Millia myriadi septem fcecunda secundae 
Et quadragenis decades quinque addit Ieme>'^ 

Quingentis quadragenis socialis adauget 
MiUia Belga'' oovem. 

Ter 8ex centurias Hollandia'^jactat opima 
Undecimiun Camber ''vult septem millibus addi. 



"> The Britiafa dominioDi, at 10£^S4. 

" England, u likewise in Johnton's expreuion of the number, 
at 49,450. 

1* Ireland, at 27,457. 

'* In die three remaining inttuicei, which make the whole 
that Dr Johnaon appeara to have rendered into X^atin verse, we 
find the numbers exactly agredng with thoie of Templemaa i 
who makea the square miles of the United Provinces, 9540— (rf 
Oih provuMe a( Holland, 1800— and of Wales, 7011. 



END OP THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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